[0 MITALE OF | 
| INDIAN HEROES 


if SLORA ANNIE STEEL 


CL C/ 
C poe ZZ ey a 


- ee i deen: 
THE GARDNER BLANCHARD PERRY FUND 


a 
ta 


; 


Digitized by the Internet Archive 
in 2024 


https://archive.org/details/taleofindianheroO000unse 


A TALE OF INDIAN HEROES 


A Tale of Indian Heroes 


Being the Stories of the Mahdbhdrata and the 
Ramayana :: By FLORA ANNIE STEEL 
Author of “ The Potter’s Thumb,” “ Mistress of Men,” ete. 


NEW YORK: 
FREDERICK A. STOKES COMPANY 
PUBLISHERS 


FER 29 1928 


Printed in Great Britain 


(5023 ae 


PREFACE 


Tue Mahabharata and the Ramayana are, as all 
know, the twin epics of ancient India. Their 
date is uncertain. That of the Ramayana is, pro- 
bably, the third century B.c., that of the Mahab- 
harata a few centuries earlier, since the Great 
War, of which it treats, is fairly fixed as having 
been fought in the fourteenth century B.c. 

Both epics are prodigiously long. The Mahab- 
harata, in its literal English translation, runs to 
thirty-two thick volumes. In attempting this 
redaction of its story, therefore, I have had to 
confine myself to the central thread of pure gold 
on which are strung a few priceless gems side by 
side with many worthless beads, that is to be found 
in the life of Bhishma the God-given, Bhishma the 
Terrible. Yet this is enough; for no other 
literature gives us a record of a more perfect 
and peerless knight. Much, even of this, has had 
to be omitted; his long discourses on kingly 
science which centuries later were to be re- 
enunciated by Machiavelli; his probings into the 
problem of consciousness ; his wonder why “ when 
the mind is otherwise engaged, the life agent in 
the body heareth not.” 

As one reads the doubt grows whether, after 
three thousand years, we are much nearer the 
solution of the Great Puzzle? Have we even 
in the exact sciences, found foothold beyond the 
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assertion that ‘‘space, which even the gods 
cannot measure, is full of blazing and self-luminous 
worlds ? ”’ 

Be that as it may, of a surety poetry and 
imagination can go no further than the Mahab- 
harata when it says, ‘‘In the Beginning was 
Infinite Space, motionless, immovable. Without 
Sun, Moon, or Stars, it seemed to be asleep. Then 
a Darkness grew within the darkness, and Water 
sprang to Life.”’ 

Truly there is small wonder that the millions 
of India hold the Mahabharata as sacred, as the 
West holds its Bible. It sweeps on like some 
giant wave, gathering with its thousand facets of 
bright, bold sea, worthless pebbles, hopeless 
wreckage, and priceless gems. It is a marvellous 
dream of ‘‘ wind-tossed clouds,” “‘ celestial voices 
deep as the kettle-drums of the skies,” ‘‘ sparkling 
showers of keen arrows like the rays of the sun,” 
“tender, small-waisted maidens’’ and “ mighty, 
high-souled car-warriors.’”’ As one reads it, the 
ear seems filled with the message of life indes- 
tructible, eternal. 

The Ramayana is more poetical, less real. 
As R. C. Duth says of it, one feels in reading it 
that the really heroic age of India has passed. 
The two dramas move on different planes, though 
they both end on the same note—renunciation. 

I have adhered to the absolute wording 
of the text wherever this is compatible with 
comprehension. 
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A Tale of Indian Heroes 


CHAPTER I 
HOW KING SHUNTANU MARRIED THE RIVER-GODDESS 


THERE lived once a King of the Kuru dynasty 
who reigned in Hustinapura, the Land of the 
Elephants. His name was Shuntanu and he 
ruled beneficently over his Kingdom. 

Now he loved to pursue sport with his bow and 
his arrows, and oft and anon would spend long 
hours on the banks of the Sacred River, wandering 
alone through the young green wheat, all set with 
yellow mustard waves, after wild duck and 
crane, wild geese and swans and flamingoes. 

And these birds could scarce see him because 
the green and gold snakeskin tunic and leggings 
he wore matched the fields. 

Now one day the river was in high flood, rush- 
ing along to lose itselfin the far distant sea. Shun- 
tanu had oft seen it so; but as he walked with 
arrow fitted to his bow, he watched the saffron 
current shadowed by dark brown, and crested 
by white foam. Then in the still backwaters the 
sky was reflected blue like a turquoise. So for- 
getting, altogether, other things, he fell into a 
day-dream until he was aroused from it by the sight 
of a beautiful maiden seated on the bank close 
beside him. 

Now Shuntanu was a courteous Indian knight. 

11 


12 A Tale of Indian Heroes 


Therefore, dropping his eyes, he began to walk 
away from her as if he had seen naught. 

But a laugh like the tinkle of running water 
made him pause, and a laughing voice said : 

“Good morrow, my son.”’ 

“Good morrow, mother,”’ said he full politely 
and mannerly, and still not looking. 

“There is no need, King Shuntanu, for thee 
to avert thine eyes,” said the lady, and her voice 
was as Silver bells. ‘‘Lo! I am not as mortal 
maiden. Look thy full, if thou will’st.” 

King Shuntanu awaited no second bidding. 
He turned and saw the most beautiful of damsels 
smiling at him, as she sate with her feet in the 
river. They showed like specks of foam, and 
the end of her saffron veil swayed in the current, 
her rippling brown hair looked like the ripples in 
the stream, and her eyes were the blue of the 
backwaters. The sight dazzled him; he scarce 
knew what he saw, and sitting down on the bank 
beside her was silent. 

“Well, Sir King!’ said the lady after a 
while. ‘‘ Hast no words for me?” 

On this he plucked up sudden courage and 
said: “Only these, madam! That if you con- 
sent not to our wedding, I drown myself in the 
River 

At this the peerless beauty laughed aloud. 

“Go not to such extremes, Sir King,” she 
replied. “Though drowning might fulfil thy 
desire, since I am the River! Yea, mortal! 
Thou seest Ganga Devi: but as my purpose in 
coming hither was to seek thee in marriage, let us 
exchange our troth.”’ 

King Shuntanu, scarce crediting his ears, and 
trembling with delight began: ‘‘ Most blessed 
lady, I am not worthy ¢ 
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“Thy worth matters not,’ she interrupted 
somewhat sadly, “‘ since no mortal7s worthy. Lo, 
I confer great favours—and I ask return ie 

“Madam,” cried Shuntanu in great haste, 
“ask what thou will’st, and all will I give or do.” 

‘So all say,” replied the peerless one, ‘ but 
towhatI demand ... Listen! No matter what I 
do, no question must be asked. In all things 
I must have trust without stint. Dost agree? ”’ 

On this the King leapt up and holding his right 
hand heavenwards said solemnly, ‘“‘ By all the 
gods I swear that never, never will I question one 
act of thine.”’ 

Then joy overcame him. He fell at the peer- 
less one’s feet exclaiming, ‘“‘ And when, oh, when 
will the bridal procession arrive ? ” 

‘When sunset comes to-morrow,’ she replied 
and waved her hand that was like a speck of 
foam. And as she waved it Shuntanu saw the 
river waves behind her and the saffron stream and 
the blue in the backwaters .. . 

Then he rubbed his eyes. But lo! there was 
naught else. The peerless lady had disappeared ! 

So he went back to his palace wondering if it 
was alla dream or if the morrow’s sunsetting would 
bring a bridal procession ? 

That night Hustinapura slept not at all, since 
King Shuntanu had given orders for the wedding, 
and every person from the King’s scullions to the 
Lord High Chamberlain was busy in preparations. 
The latter was well-nigh distracted, for in what way 
could the invitations be issued without a know- 
ledge of the bride’s very name ? 

*©Lo! she said she was the River,” quoth the 
young King. ‘‘ Therefore call her Goddess Ganga. 
Of a truth goddess she is from the sole of her feet 
to the crown of her head.” 
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“So be it,” assented the Lord High Chamber- 
lain. ‘‘ But, sire, of what race ? and who be her 
father and her grandfather ? ”’ 

Then King Shuntanu fellintoarage. “‘ Trouble 
me not with ancestors,’ he said. ‘‘ Let all be in 
order. That is sufficient.” 

And lo! all things were in order. The bakers 
had baked cream tarts whereof some were to be 
eaten with sweet syrup, and some with pepper. 
The essence-mongers had distilled oceans of rose, 
and jasmine and orange-blossom waters, so that 
the air was full of the scent of those flowers and 
the black bees clustered round the vessels thereof. 
The garland-stringers had strung miles of marigold 
chaplets while each street and lane of the city was 
duly strewn with champak and sweet basil, since 
none knew by which gate the bride would enter. 

Yea, even the bridegroom knew not! Nor 
could he say aught, being lost in wonderment 
whether to expect a bridal procession at all, or 
declare himself fool. Yet ever when he remembered 
the peerless lady’s face, he acclaimed it true. 

So when the Sun put on its red resting robe ere 
retiring to its sleep in the west, he stood prepared 
on a dais he had caused to be erected in the centre 
of the town. For thence four roads stretched: 
north, south, east and west ; though down which 
to look he knew not, neither did the others. And 
he was attired in kingly robes of silver tissue and 
diamonds, and on his head was the royal heron’s 
plume. 

“Your Majesty had best look to the west,” 
quoth the Lord High Chamberlain with impor- 
tance, “since, as your Majesty informed this 
slave, mention was made of sunset, the bride will 
surely come that way.” 

“Then art thou more sure than I, fool,” 
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replied Shuntanu in an evil temper. And in 
truth he felt sure of naught else save that he 
himself was fool. 

So as the sky grew redder and redder his cheeks 
from shame grew red to match. 

Now, remembering that the Sacred River was 
born in the northern hills, he had just turned his 
face thitherwards when quite close and near showed 
the most marvellous bridal procession that ever 
was seen by mortal eyes, and the air was filled 
with the melodious piping of swans that swam 
at the head of a golden shaft of light hiding all 
the houses and the street. Now, through this 
river of light, coloured fishes of divers shapes and 
sizes darted about, flashing like jewels, and in this 
same river, porpoises gambolled and played, 
sending upwards jets of water like fountains of 
diamonds. 

And behind the piping swans swam grey, wild 
geese in pairs, holding in their beaks chains of 
burnished gold on which were hung baskets of 
finest golden filigree filled with amber. And 
behind these geese came flaming red flamingoes, 
bearing on burnished silver chains baskets of 
finest silver filigree filled with red coral. Then, 
like tall soldiers, grey and stately, came the cranes 
with measured tread, between each pair baskets of 
jasper piled up with gigantic pearls. 

Then, as royal heralds, came the purple herons 
trumpeting their challenges before a pair of huge 
red carp, whose scales—like copper, all banded 
with golden harness—showed as armour. These 
came swishing and surging through the great river 
of light and they were followed by a like pair of 
blue carp whose trappings were of silver. And 
behind them, wreathed with pink lotus buds, two 
slender white carp drew a mother-o’-pearl shell 
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all hung round discreetly with dragon-flies’ wings ! 

‘The bride! The bride! ” shouted the crowd, 
and King Shuntanu could scarce see anything for 
joy and delight. 

Now when the procession had reached the 
palace, and when the cream cakes had all been 
eaten, and the sweet essences sprinkled over all 
things, folk went to their beds to dream over what 
they had seen ; for, in truth, none could agree as 
to what had happened. 

But all confessed that a more wonderful bridal 
procession had never been seen, and the Lord 
High Treasurer had to sit up the live-long night, 
putting away in the Treasury all the amber, and 
the coral, and the pearls, that were worth the 
ransom of many kings. 

But King Shuntanu and his bride walked hand 
in hand at dawn time through the rose garden. 
Now the King was once more swearing that never 
by word or deed would he question the fair lady’s 
doings when a noise like the echo of a distant 
laugh, was heard. 

seWhat 1ssthatir<( said she: 

“Tt is only the buds of the roses breaking, my 
lord,’ she said. ‘‘ Something must have startled 
them, since, as a rule, they do it not till the sun 
kisseth them.” 


CHAPTER II 
HOW THE KING’S PROMISE WAS BROKEN 


For one whole year King Shuntanu and his Queen 
lived in perfect felicity, and, being happy, made 
the happiness of others. Nor did any question or 
doubt disturb them, but the days and the months 
and the years rolled by without their being con- 
sious of their passing ; she gratifying the King by 
her love and affection, her attractiveness, her music 
and her dance, so becoming gratified herself by 
his constant devotion. Thus was no temptation 
towards the breaking of his promise. 

But at the end of the year a child was born 
and the Lord High Chamberlain and _ the 
Hereditary-Chief-Nurse came to announce the 
fact saying: 

‘‘ Sire, it is a boy, and the living image of your 
Majesty. Long may the Heir-Apparent to the 
throne of Hustinapura live and prosper ! ”’ 

Then Shuntanu, eager to see his first-born, 
went to the royal nurseries, and there, sure enough 
was the royal cradle of mother-o’-pearl hung round 
with a web of butterflies’ wings. 

But when he parted the curtains, alack and 
alas! there was no infant to be seen. Heaven 
alone knew how; but it had disappeared. Then 
there was great hubbub and much weeping and 
wailing, but search how they would, the royal 
child was not to be found. 
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And the Queen lying in her royal bed said 
nothing, save this: ‘Lo! we should be full of 
gratitude that even so, we two are happy.” 

And King Shuntanu agreed. One hour of her 
company was worth a thousand sons; so, though 
dearly he would have liked to question her, he 
refrained. 

Thus another year passed in such happiness 
that it was like the sun’s rays, embracing all, so 
that all Hustinapura waked and slept in peace, 
rising from their slumbers every morning after 
happy dreams. 

Then once more the Lord High Chamberlain 
and the Hereditary-Chief-Nurse came to tell of 
the birth of an Heir-Apparent, beautiful as the 
dawn and as like his father as two peas in one 
pod. Yet once again, though the palace-guards 
had been doubled, there was no baby in the royal 
cradle when King Shuntanu looked for it. 

And this time when he went to condole with 
his wife he saw a tear-drop on her beautiful cheek ; 
yet once again he remembered his promise, and 
asked her no questions. 

So, year by year, for six long years the same 
thing happened, though guards were trebled and 
quadrupled, and nurses kept watch in relays. 
Yet always the guards and the nurses fell asleep 
for a short second or two, and when they woke the 
infant was gone. 

And year by year King Shuntanu became more 
and more desirous of questioning his wife, yet 
still, from fear of breaking his promise, he refrained 
from so doing. 

Till at last, despairing utterly, he told himself 
that though he had promised not to ask questions 
he was free to find out otherwise if he could. So 
the very next time the royal nurseries were 
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prepared for the expected coming of an Heir- 
Apparent, he hid himself outside the Queen’s 
chamber. Now the Queen’s chamber gave on a 
balcony that overhung the Sacred River. So there 
he waited and watched, wondering much if the 
River Goddess gave her children back to the 
river. And as he watched, lo! the Queen came 
out bearing the infant in her arms. She kissed 
and fondled it, and, since it was the first of his 
children he had seen, Shuntanu the King felt a 
great desire also to kiss and fondle it. But this 
desire made him too late, for, ere he could make up 
his mind to step out from his hiding-place, the 
Queen leant over the balcony and, muttering a 
charm, dropped the infant into the stream that 
was in full flood. 

Now Shuntanu, petrified with grief, told him- 
self that the thing being done, there was no use 
protesting. He would have a little more happi- 
ness ere he spoke. 

So all the next year he tried to forget what he 
had seen; but as the time drew near for another 
Heir-Apparent to occupy the mother-o’-pearl 
cradle he became restless, and determined not to 
allow such things to be done again. 

And he hid himself as before and waited. 
Then, sure enough, the Queen came out as before 
holding the infant in her arms and kissing and 
fondling it. So, determined not to be too late, he 
sprang out crying aloud : 

‘‘Murderess of my seven sons! Thou shalt 
not slay this one! Who art thou, sorceress, and 
why dost dare to kill thine own children ? ”’ 

And doubtless he would have asked other 
questions also, but that the Queen stopped him in 
tones of great grief and reproach : 

“© Shuntanu! O, my husband! Why 
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speakest thou thus? And happiness was ours 
for ever, since I meant not to drown this babe as 
I have drowned the others. Lo! amI not Ganga, 
the Sacred River? Are not all births, terrestrial 
and celestial in my keeping? Am I not respon- 
sible for all? Now, hearken! There were seven 
Holy Ones who by abstinence and penance were 
close to eternal peace. And they, for a trivial 
fault, had been condemned once more to bear the 
load of human life. So I, pitying them, promised 
to assume mortal form, and bear seven sons whom 
I would free without delay from the chains of the 
body. So I chose thee, O Shuntanu, as my 
husband, as worthiest and best. Thus have I 
kept my promise, O Shuntanu, and blest, thrice 
blest art thou, for having made it possible for me 
thus to free these worthy ones from an unworthy 
cursé. “But I .°...-Q Shuntanui! Husband tai 
had learnt to love thee, and this babe was mine 
and thine! And now I must leave thee! Alas! 
and alas! that it should be so.” 

On this Shuntanu’s heart dissolved to water 
and tears streamed down his cheeks. And he fell 
at the Queen’s feet and begged and prayed her to 
relent ; but she, of a firm and truthful mind, said: 

“Not so. It cannot be. Thy promise hath 
been broken and naught can change it. Thus 
according to our agreement the period of my life 
with thee is at an end. Fear not that I will slay 
this child of thine. I take it to rear for thee, and 
will send it back, a man grown, to be heir to thy 
Kingdom. So heed well, O King, that the 
Kingdom be fit for him, as he for the Kingdom. 
And call him Theador, since he is the gift of a 
goddess.” 

And with that she clipped the babe closer to 
her, and he following, they passed through the 


A Tale of Indian Heroes 21 


drowsy palace-guards; then hand in hand, she 
cradling the child on her left arm, they wended 
their way to that very place on the river-bank 
where first they had met. 

And every step of the way their salt tears fell 
silently, making a little stream that to this very 
day on that spot seeks the Sacred River. 

Then, come to the place, they seated them- 
selves on the bank by the water’s edge waiting 
for the dawn, and once more her little feet showed 
like foam crests on the stream, and the end of 
her saffron veil swayed in the current, and her 
rippling hair matched the brown ripples of the 
river. 

Now the sun rose suddenly and sent a blinding 
shaft of light into the King’s eyes, and when he 
opened them again nothing was to be seen but the 
river sliding by, saffron and brown with white 
flecks of foam, and a hint of blue in the back- 
waters. 

But a voice like rippling water said: “‘ Fare- 
well! Farewell! See to it the Kingdom be fit 
for him, as he for the Kingdom!” 


CHAE EER ae 
HOW A VOW WAS VOWED 


Now long, long years passed and King Shuntanu, 
sad and sorrowful of heart, ruled his Kingdom 
of Hustinapura well, remembering that the River 
Goddess had bidden him do so, that all might be in 
order for the heir who was to return. 

Yet would he return? The Lord High Cham- 
berlain, renowned for wisdom, and most of the 
courtiers shook their heads and held it to be a 
dream; but Shuntanu, who knew how stern the 
River Goddess had been in regard to promises, 
waited in patience for full fourteen years. 

Day after day, at sunsetting, he would go forth 
to the river fields; but without bow or arrows, 
since, in his grief, he shot no longer at God’s 
creatures to kill them, but was at peace with all 
things in the world. Therefore the grey geese 
and the flaming flamingoes among the young green 
wheat were never startled at his approach. But 
one evening when the sky was as a topaz, and the 
distant hills as sapphires, they rose in flocks with 
loud clamourings as of trumpets and flutes; for 
the yellow waters of the river piled themselves up 
into golden walls that edged a pearl-strewn path. 

And a-down the path came the most beautiful 
youth ever seen, resembling the sun in its glory, 
radiant and smiling, holding out his hands: 

“ Father!’’ he cried, and his voice was 
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melodious as a singing bird. ‘I comeasa gift! 
Try me, and find if I be not fit Heir-Apparent 
to the Kingdom of Hustinapura!”’ 

And a voice came from the waters of the river, 
that was ochre-coloured and creamy-white with a 
hint of blue in the backwater, and the voice said: 

“This is thy son, O! Shuntanu! Take him, 
O! mighty monarch! I have reared him for thee 
with care. Endowed with superior intelligence he 
hath learnt all knowledge, is skilled in all weapons. 
Lo! he is thine. Therefore take thine own 
heroic child, given thee by me.” 

So the King clasped the youth to his heart. 
And because he was gifted by a goddess, Shuntanu 
called the boy Theador. 

And the whole court and the whole people 
feasted with joy; for never was such an heir. 
Beautiful as the day, all things came easily to 
him, from playing on the lute to archery; but 
when folk praised his prowess, he would smile and 
say : 

“Lo! ’twas my mother taught me. None is 
so wise so good, so clever as she.” 

Yea! even when amid a blare of trumpets the 
umpires would adjudge him winner of joust or 
tournament he would still say simply “‘ My mother 
taught me! She is wise indeed!” 

So that the old wives applauding, said with 
becks and smiles : ‘‘ Lo! the Prince will be King of 
Kings! Young folk who remember their mother’s 
wisdom do well ever. Does not the proverb say : 
‘A man owes one life to his father, ten to his 
teacher, a thousand to his mother.’ ”’ 

Now this was so, for though at first Prince 
Theador was occupied in being beautiful as the 
dawn, strong and brave as a hero, after a time his 
mind turned to the duties of Kings ; for Shuntanu, 
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his father, out-wearied by the long years of 
waiting in which youth had slipped by without 
enjoyment, began to regret the past and deter- 
mine to seek amusement even as other mortals. 
Thus in all ways father and son were companions, 
and four long years passed in happiness. 

Then, without cause, King Shuntanu grew 
sorrowful and dull; but when his son begged the 
reason for his sad looks he would say: ‘‘ Naught 
that can be mended, O Gift of a Goddess. Lo! 
I think ever of the uncertainty of life. Thou art 
mine only son. Tome thou art a century of sons ; 
but thou art ever engaged in deeds of danger and 
prowess. If ill should befall thee, what then ? 
What of myself? What of the Kingdom?” 

Now the Prince, being endowed with great 
intelligence, reflected for a while, and then he 
consulted the Lord High Chamberlain, that old 
minister devoted to his father’s welfare. 

“Tell me true,” he said, “what ails my 
father ? ”’ 

Then the Lord High Chamberlain joined his 
hands and replied: ‘‘ Most High, the King desires 
to wed a maiden of celestial beauty who is the 
ferryman’s daughter. But she refuseth.”’ 

“ Refuseth the King! How so?” asked the 
Prince. ‘“‘ And she but a ferryman’s daughter ? ”’ 

“Yet she is high born of the high born; and 
she will not wed, because her son, if she have one, 
will not be Heir-Apparent.”’ 

Then the Prince stood silent, and the Lord 
High Chamberlain fell at his feet, and worshipped 
him as they worship Kings. ‘‘Lo! Highness,” 
he said, “there is no remedy. And it followeth, 
for sure, from bridal processions that are against 
the etiquette of Courts. Saw I never the like of 
that one in which your Highness’ mother came to 
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her wedding. Yet was it not satisfying, see you, 
to mortal men, who thrive not on a diet of dew. 
And ’twas all in the clouds; none knew if it were 
dreams or not.” 

So the old minister grumbled on and on, but 
the Prince went away sorrowful; for ever the 
thought of his father’s lonely waiting all those 
years while his mother, the great River Goddess, 
free from mortal cares, surrounded by millions 
of worshippers, was happy in training her son 
to be a comfort to the King, woke pity in him. 
Yea! itwastrue. The trouble came from the gods 
interfering with mortal men. Yea! even he 
himself, the beloved of the people, the admired of 
all, could not quite claim kin to them ; for hid in 
his nature were wisdoms and knowledges and 
strengths unknown to mortal men. 

Now as he thought, he was at war with him- 
self ; for dearly loved he kingly power and honour ; 
and dearly also he loved his father. 

So at last he went to King Shuntanu and pros- 
trating himself in dutiful fashion, said to him: 

““O, my father, wherefore art thou so sad 
and thin and pale? Lo! the Kingdom suffers. 
Tell me of thy grief, I beseech thee.” 

And the King replied again: ‘‘ How can there 
be grief with such a son and heir as thou art, O 
Gift of a Goddess.” 

Then the Prince smiled a wise smile. ‘‘ Yea, 
father,’”’ said he; ‘‘ but gods are gods and mortals 
are mortals. Can the one satisfy the other? 
Speak, I pray thee, and tell me of thy grief since I 
was reared to be a happiness to thee.” 

So King Shuntanu, compelled by his son’s 
kindness, told him, saying that never, never 
would he consent to deprive his dearest son, his 
illustrious son of mighty arms, of his rights. 
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Then the Prince laughed. “‘ But if he renounce 
his rights, what then? Lo! my father, there be 
more in life than hereditary Kingship for those 
who choose ; andI choose. Lo! I will be King of 
all the seven worlds if I choose. So much is every 
man’s right.” 

And so he continued to say despite the pro- 
tests ofall, tillat last, mounted on his grey stallion, 
whose neighing was as a laugh, he rode off, full 
of high courage and mirth, in the flower of 
his strength and youth, to arrange his father’s 
marriage. 

Now the maiden was sitting in her father’s 
boat mending her father’s nets, open-faced and 
beautiful beyond compare ; when he saw her he 
cried : 

“ Veil not, lady! Iam your son since you will 
be my father’s wife.” 

But she bent her black brows and answered 
disdainfully : ‘‘Howso? Since I wed not where 
my son will come second.”’ 

On this the Prince slipped from his stallion 
and stood before her, beautiful exceedingly in the 
full flower of his youth and manhood. 

“Nay! lady,’ he said courteously, “he will 
come first, since I, the Heir-Apparent, renounce 
my right of heirship.”’ 

On this the maiden stood up also, letting the 
net drop ; and she also was beautiful exceedingly, 
in the full flower of her youth and maidenhood. 

“Wilt thou do this?” she said. Then her 
black brows bent again and she spoke thus: 
“ Of a truth thou art strong, O! Goddess-Gifted- 
One ; yet is thy strength not enough for my safety. 
Thou wilt renounce the heirship; but what of 
thy sons and thy son’s sons ? What will ail them 
to dispute my son’s claim to kingship, so that 
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there would ever be strife and bloodshed! 
Nay, O  Goddess-Gifted-One! If thou dost 
wish me to wed thy father thou must forswear 
woman’s love forever and a day. Never must 
wife find heaven in thy heart, never must child 
find shelter in thine arms! Oh! full as thou art 
of youth and joy and strength and hope, canst 
thou do this for thy father, O Goddess-Gifted- 
One of inestimable prowess ? ”’ 

And she spoke mockingly, looking at his beauty 
that was as the sun in its glory ; and he looked at 
hers that was asthe moon in its radiance, till of a 
sudden he leapt to the saddle and crying aloud : 
“Yea, before the gods I swear that never shall 
wife find heaven in my heart, never shall child 
find shelter in mine arms!” set wild spurs to his 
steed and galloped from her. 

But she, sitting down in the boat, veiled her 
face with her long loose hair, and wept salt tears 
because of his beauty, and his youth, and his 
strength. 

Thus all things were settled, and a mighty 
gathering was held in the great amphitheatre at 
Hustinapura which was erected on an auspicious 
and level plain to the north-east of the town, 
surrounded on all sides by beautiful mansions, 
enclosed with high walls and a moat with arched 
doorways here and there. And this vast amphi- 
theatre was also shaded by a canopy of various 
colours and resounded with the notes of a thousand 
trumpets and was scented with black aloes and 
sprinkled with sandal-wood water, and adorned 
with flowers. 

And to this amphitheatre, where were gathered 
together all the nobles and the people of Hustin- 
apura, came the Prince, clad in golden armour 
whose shining was as the glory of the sun, strong 
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and young and beautiful. So, making offering 
of all things precious to the gods he swore by 
high Indra’s heaven that so long as he lived he 
would serve the King and the King’s son to come, 
and that never should woman find heaven in his 
heart, never should child find shelter in his arms. 

And the great audience was silent ; but a beam 
of radiance shot upon the golden armour, as it were 
lightning, and a voice came from the skies, as it 
were distant thunder, saying: 

“ Because thou hast forsworn the giving of 
Life, Death shall not come nigh thee till thou 
desirest. Yea! only at thy command shall 
Death approach thee, Sinless One.”’ 

Now the women who listened to the vow wept 
salt tears because no wife would ever glory in 
that beauty; but the men held their breaths 
muttering : 

“Lo! he is terrible. He is not man, but 

od.”’ 
‘ So from that day he was no longer called the 
Goddess-Gifted, but Bhishma, the Terrible One, 
because he had forsworn those things which make 
the happiness of mortal man. 

But King Shuntanu married Sutya-vati, the 
ferryman’s daughter, and. after a year of great 
content had passed, a son was born who was 
beautiful as the dawn. 

Yet, since earthly happiness is ever uncertain, 
it was not long before Death claimed King Shun- 
tanu, and he died, leaving his infant heir to the 
care of Bhishma and the Queen Mother. 

And Bhishma, true to his oath, cherished his 
father’s widow, and his father’s heir as if they had 
been his own wife and his own child, and laboured 
night and day for the good of Hustinapura and 
its people, forgetting himself and his claims and 


A Tale of Indian Heroes 29 


governing for the good of others; so that in those 
days the earth gave abundant harvest and the 
crops were of good flavour. The clouds poured 
rain in season and the trees were full of fruit and 
flowers. The draught cattle were sleek and well 
doing, the birds and beasts rejoiced exceedingly, 
and the very flowers were deliciously fragrant. 
Then the cities and towns were full of merchants 
and traders and artists of all kinds; the people 
were brave, learned, honest and happy. There 
were no robbers, nor anyone who was sinful ; 
but, devoted to virtuous acts and truth, and 
regarding all with love and affection, the people 
lived in prosperity, rejoicing cheerfully in sports 
that were innocent, on rivers, lakesand tanks, in 
fine groves and charming woods. 

And Hustinapura, full as the ocean and teem- 
ing with hundreds of palaces and mansions with 
wide gates and arches dark as the clouds, looked 
like a celestial city. Nor, in all the delightful 
country whose prosperity was thus increased, were 
any misers, or widows, or hungry or thirsty folk : 
for the fields were ever fruitful and the wells and 
lakes were ever full. Full also were the groves 
with trees, the houses with wealth, the whole 
Kingdom with festivities. 

So, the wheel of virtue being thus set in 
motion by Bhishma, the subjects of other mon- 
archs, leaving their houses, came to dwell in 
Hustinapura. 

And none could touch Bhishma with sword or 
spear, or javelin, and none could sing more 
sweetly to the lute, so that the maidens looked 
after him, and sighed because of his vow; but 
he, smiling and serene, went on his way, remember- 
ing his oath before Indra’s high heaven, courteous 
and kind to all so that wherever he went folk 
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said: ‘‘ None can compare with Bhishma the Ter- 
rible.’’ Yet was he not terrible to look at, but 
tall and lithe and strong, with a merry face set 
with hazel eyes and like an eagle’s for brightness 
and keenness. And his head was small and sate 
on his shoulders like a lion’s. 


CHAPTER IV 
HOW BHISHMA WON THE THREE PRINCESSES 


THUS, in time the infant King grew to boyhood, 
and Bhishma was as his elder brother. But 
despite all that the latter and Sutya-vati, the 
Queen Mother, could do, the lad did no credit to 
their care. So, at last, his mother said to Bhishma : 

“Lo! I am at my wits’ end. Mayhap ’tis 
because his father, growing old, followed the 
pleasures of this life too keenly, but the boy will 
not hear nay to amusement. He chooses evil 
friends and evil ways! Would that he were 
like thee, O! Wonderful One, to pass through 
life’s crowd, letting not the garments of others 
touch thy nobility. But he is different. O! 
son and brother to me since my lord’s death, 
tell me what is to be done, for I am but weak 
woman, and thou art strong man, wise above 
most.” 

Then Bhishma thought awhile and said: “ Fret 
not, O! Most Revered. The boy is but a boy, 
not yet come to wisdom. What is crime in those 
of riper years is but a venial fault in one of tender 
age. Mayhap we be too old for him as coun- 
sellors. He needs a younger one. Let us, there- 
fore, give him a wife. A wife is the first of friends, 
she is mother in the hour of sickness, father in 
religious worship, brother and sister in times of 
joy—at all seasons a refreshment and solace " 

Then Sutya-vati bowed her head and wept. 
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“Sayest thou so, O Bhishma, forsworn for 
ever from such comfort ? ”’ 

But Bhishma smiled. ‘Did I not choose 
of my own free will?”’ he asked. “So let none 
quarrel my choice. The boy must be married 
without more ado to a bride beautiful as the dawn. 
So, with thy permission, I will to the King of 
Benares. He hath three daughters of marriage- 
able age, all of surpassing loveliness. Of these 
will I make choice for my father’s son.” 

So, speedily, Bhishma, in hisgolden armour, set 
forth in his golden chariot, the wheels of which 
flashed like twin suns as they sped over the sands 
to find a wife for his brother. 

Now, as he neared the city of Benares he found 
all things decked as for a festival, and enquiring 
wherefore, was told that the Self-Choice of the 
whole three Princesses was that day being cele- 
brated with uncommon splendour, seeing that the 
three sisters agreed, being nigh of an age, to make 
their choice at the same time. 

Also that even then the jousts and tourna- 
ments were being held down by the river. So, 
without more ado, he guided his white stallions 
thither, and as he entered the lists, their neighing 
sounded like the laughter of the gods. 

And all turned to look at Bhishma as he, 
calling to his steeds, drove round the arena. So, 
halting where the Princesses, all robed in bridal 
scarlet, and with gardenia wreaths in their hands 
ready to bestow upon theirchoice, stood expectant, 
he made graceful obeisance and cried aloud after 
the rightful fashion : 

“ T challenge all comers for ” Now seeing 
the three maidens all equally fair, and not knowing 
their names or which to choose, he added, ‘‘ these 
maidens ’’ instead of “this maiden.’’ Whereat 
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arose a laugh, and the three Princesses smiled and 
whispered each other as to which should choose 
the gallant knight. 

Now the eldest of the three was named Amva, 
and the next Amvika and the youngest Amvalika. 
And they were all of exceeding loveliness with 
pancet waists and tapering hips, and curling 

air. 

Then followed such jousting as never before 
was seen ; for as Bhishma drove the light-flashing 
wheels of his chariot at adversary after adversary, 
he could see the shining curves of the Sacred River 
as it slipped past the arena, and he bethought him 
of what his mother, the River Goddess, had 
taught him and fought hard. 

And as they watched one opponent after 
another overthrown, the three Princesses held 
their breath and looked at each other. 

“T am the eldest! He is my choice,’ 
Amva. And Amvalika the youngest said: 

“No! He is mine by right of years.”’ 

But Amvika the middle one tossed her head 
and said: “ Quarrel if ye will: meanwhile, he is 
mine.”’ 

At length a great shout, as of thunder in the 
clouds, went up as, bearing him down like clods 
before the plough, Bhishma drove his last antagon- 
ist from out the arena, then turned, gallant and 
gay, to receive his reward. And this cry of the 
multitude rang through the air : 

“Your choice, maidens! Take your choice! ”’ 

Then, in one moment, all the three Princesses 
leapt to the car, Amva first, Amvika next, and also 
Amvalika, and the three bridal chaplets were 
round Bhishma’s neck. So, beside himself with 
pride and delight, he shouted in a voice like the 
roar of the clouds : 


’ 


said 


C 
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“Lo! She is most to be prized who is taken 
by force after defeat of opponents from amid a 
concourse of Princes and Kings at a Self-Choice ! 
Therefore, ye monarchs, I bear away these 
maidens by force! Strive as ye may to vanquish 
me or be vanquished, I guard my prize and stand 
resolved to fight.” 

Then all the challenged rose up, biting their 
nether lips in wrath, and buckled on their armour 
and made them ready for battle. And Bhishma 
waited till they were ready ere he started. So 
began the terrible encounter between these in- 
numerable monarchs and that great hero when he 
was carrying off the three Princesses of Benares. 

And they, forgetting their jealousies laughed 
defiantly at their pursuers, and Amva seized the 
reins, while Amvika held the thong, and Amvalika, 
slender as a dart, handed the arrows in turn from 
the quiver. So, with the grey stallions neighing 
like the laughter of the gods, and the spinning 
wheels of the chariots flashing like suns, they sped, 
while the arrows from Bhishma’s bow darkened the 
air like thunder clouds, beating off the javelins 
and spears of his enemies. And with his blazing 
shafts he cut down in mirth the emblazoned pen- 
nants of his foes. Indeed, such was his skill and 
extraordinary lightness of hand that the pursuers 
could not help applauding him. Then one, King 
Shalya of immeasurable prowess, called aloud : 

“Stay, warrior, stay! I challenge thee to 
single combat ! ”’ 

And Bhishma, flaming up with wrath like a 
blazing fire, bid Amva draw rein, and shouted back 
in accordance with custom: 

SeYead =] stayehotigctayiae 

Thus began an encounter terrible to witness. 
Hundreds of thousands of swift-winged shafts 
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sped through the air, which was filled with the 
applause of the spectators. 

Then Bhishma cried aloud: ‘‘ Lead thou the 
chariot close to Shalya the King, that I may slay 
him as the Eagle god slays a serpent.” 

And lo! in an instant he had slain the four 
white horses of Shalya the King. Then he slew 
the charioteer and vanquishing the monarch, left 
him with his life, after the fashion of true fighters. 

After which he sped once more for Hustinapura, 
fighting as he sped. Thus the three maidens 
and Bhishma defied their pursuers, forgetful of all 
else. 

And the course which Amva steered veered not 
one yard from the right course, and the thong that 
Amvika plied urged the grey stallions justly and 
did not fret them, and ever when Bhishma stretched 
his hand for an arrow Amvalika’s was there with 
one ready in it. 

Thus all had their share in victory and were 
friends. 

So that when Bhishma, courteous ever to all, 
and specially so to fair maidens, left the three 
Princesses, with thanks, in the Queen Mother’s 
care, each said within themselves : 

“We will not quarrel over this incomparable 
hero of unexampled prowess. We will share him, 
since he is worthy of all honour.”’ 

Then, when the Queen Mother told them that 
the bridegroom to be was not Bhishma himself, 
but his half-brother, the weakling, their anger knew 
no bounds ; and when anger passed, they wept till 
the fountain of their tears ran dry, when they 
became once more enraged. 

So days passed; nor did the tale of how 
Bhishma had vowed a vow that no wife should 
ever find heaven in his heart appease their woe. 
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But Amvalika, being young, they cosseted 
her with sweetmeats, and Amvika who loved 
beauty found solace in fine dresses and jewels 
galore; so the two maidens, of tall stature with 
complexions of heated gold, fair and supple, con- 
sented to wed the young King. 

Only Amva the eldest, with long hair to her 
ankles, and straight black brows, when she heard 
of Bhishma’s vow, felt her heart turn to water 
with pity for him, and grief for herself. 

So she craved an audience of him and stand- 
ing before him, beautiful, dignified, and strong, 
spake thus : 

‘““O! Hero of unblemished fame, who steals 
maidens by foul means, know that over me, Amva, 
Princess of Benares, thou hast no power. Lo! 
Iam already pledged to wed another, having given 
my hand to one worthy of it. Therefore, O 
Sinless, Stainless One, thou must let me return to 
my father’s house, since even those who play 
deceitfully, know that to give a maiden’s body 
when her heart is elsewhere, is wickedness beyond 
even the wickedness of the virtuous Bhishma! ”’ 

Now Bhishma, tall, straight, dignified, listen- 
ing to her disdainful words, felt cut to the 
heart, yet angry. So he answered her with a 
smile : 

“Wherefore then, fair damsel, if thy heart 
were elsewhere, didst leap to my car ?”’ 

On that Amva replied fair, and true, and brave, 
hiding nothing : ‘‘ Because, O ! Hero, of thy beauty, 
thy prowess, that would beguile any woman! 
Ah, Bhishma, whom men call the Terrible, 
dost not know that women hold thee desirable ? 
But for thee I would have given my bridal chaplet 
discreetly as was arranged, to that very King with 
whom I helped thee to fight. O arch deceiver, 
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thy vow is broken already! Thou hast beguiled 
me, Amva, from the way of my fathers.”’ 

Now when Bhishma heard her speak thus, his 
heart smote him with regrets and he bowed his 
head before her. Then he said humbly: 

“Lady, I wist not of these things! Yet if 
they be so, surely thou shalt return with honour 
to thy father’s house. There is no other way.” 

Then Amva faced him boldly with set lips, 
and her voice was steady : ‘“‘ There is another way, 
O Hero! Thou canst renounce thine oath fe 

And Bhishma, seeing her beautiful exceedingly, 
and brave beyond compare, felt his heart leap in 
his bosom; but he clenched his hands and 
answered her thus: 

“OQ Amva, Princess of Benares, for thee 
I would renounce the three worlds and the empire 
of heaven, or anything that may be greater than 
these; but my truth I will never renounce !”’ 

And with that he turned speedily and left her. 

Now after this, in accordance with usage and 
by theadvice ofthelearned, the Princess Amva quit- 
ted Hustinapura and, shaking the dust of it from 
her feet in anger and despite, in grief and shame 
and love, sought King Shalya. 

But lo! he would have none of her. “‘ Thou 
art Bhishma’scapture,’” he said, “‘ and thou wentest 
with him cheerfully. Now, blessed lady, go back 
to him if thou willst, and waste not my time in 
vain protestations. Bhishma hath ravished thee, 
and I fight not for other men’s leavings with that 
prince of fighters.”’ 

Then the eldest daughter of the King of 
Benares, being proud-spirited, was filled with 
anger, and cried aloud: 

“The mighty-armed Bhishma desireth me 
not, and thou, cowards, dost cast me off; but 
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whithersoever I go the righteous will be my 
protectors, since truth is indestructible.”’ 

So she, cursing Bhishma and cursing Shalya 
in a breath, wandered into the mountains. And 
there, even as she had said, the righteous were her 
protectors ; for ascetics rescued her from famine, 
and took her to the great Rama, the chief of wise 
men, and powerful beyond human power. 

Now he had been Bhishma’s tutor in the days 
when the River Goddess had been rearing her 
son to be a comfort to King Shuntanu. So he 
said : 

‘‘Bhishma will do as I command, and I will 
command him to break his oath. Therefore fret 
not, blessed girl! Bhishma shall wed thee.” 

But Amva, proud and revengeful, said: “I 
would rather he. were killed. Lo! if he disobey 
thee, Great Father, slay him in battle.” 

Now when Bhishma heard the command which 
Rama made, he flamed up in wrath and answered : 

‘“Preceptor thou art, and to thee therefore I 
owe obedience if thou be true. But thou art des- 
itute of the knowledge of right and wrong. Thou 
dost ask me to renounce Truth. That will I not 
do ; so primed though thou beest with every art of 
war, prepared though thou beest with every weapon 
celestial and terrestial, I will do battle with thee 
for the Truth on that very field of battle where 
thou hast slain so many of my fathers.”’ 

For Rama was a Brahmana who had warred 
for long years against the soldier people. 

So the two met on the ancient battlefield, 
called the Field of Dead Kurus, and Bhishma 
repaired thither, after prayers and purifications, 
attired in white, with silver armour, and on his 
head a waving white plume. And he rode in a 
silver.chariot drawn by four milk-white horses, 
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so that he looked like a moon-ray. But Rama stood 
unarmed without a car. Then Bhishma cried 
aloud : 

“ Myself on a car, I cannot fight with one on 
the earth. Mail thyself in armour and mount, 
O! Mighty-armed one, if thou fightest me.” And 
Rama laughed, saying : 

“ The earth, O Bhishma, is my car, knowledge 
the horses, and wisdom my armour.” So, ina 
trice, he was furnished with all weapons, mailed 
in gold, glorious as the Sun. Then they fought, 
sending showers of thousands and millions and 
billions of arrows and darts and javelins at each 
other, yea! clouds of arrows so that the Sun 
could scarce shine through them. 

And once Bhishma was stricken insensible ; 
but when he came to himself, he found his mother 
the River Goddess guiding his car; and once 
when Rama had swooned away, Bhishma from pity 
at the sight, stayed his hand and cried: 

“O! cursed be battle! Why do I afflict 
with my arrows he who taught me virtue ? ”’ 

But ever at the close of day when the thousand- 
rayed Sun proceeded to his sleep in the west, the 
battle between the heroes ceased. Aye! ever when 
the Sun set behind the western hills the combat 
came to an end. 

So the fight raged for twenty-three days and 
neither hero got the better of the other, so that they 
saw that they were helpless. Bhishma was in- 
capable of being slain and Rama likewise. 

So, summoning Amva, Princess of Benares, her 
champion said to her: “O blessed girl, this 
Bhishma of great intelligence is unconquerable. 
I can no more.” 

Then the Princess of Benares, high-souled and 
proud, laughed disdainfully. 
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“Tf thou canst not, I can! Lo! I go where I 
can learn how to slay Bhishma in battle.” 

And with that she went on her ways, her eyes 
agitated with anger; and repairing to the moun- 
tains and woods she made the heavens hot with 
her ascetic austerities. Now Bhishma, seeing this, 
became very melancholy and so afflicted with 
heart’s pain that for a while he lost the tenor of 
his ways ; but though he tried to avert the Princess 
from her purpose, she continued to do dreadful 
penances in the hope of procuring the curses of 
the gods for Bhishma. So after twelve long years 
she gained the promise that in her next life, being 
man, she should slay him in battle. Then that 
lady of great force of mind, gathered wood and 
made a large funeral pyre on the banks of the 
river, and having set fire to it herself, laid herself 
upon it with a heart burning with wrath, and so, 
uttering these words, “This I do gladly for 
Bhishma’s destruction,’ was reduced to ashes. 


CHAPTER V 


HOW THE RIVAL PRINCES WERE BORN AND BROUGHT 
UP 


Now when Princess Amva shook the dust of 
Hustinapura from her feet and departed to her 
own country, Bhishma turned to his task, and the 
wedding ceremonies of Amvika and Amvalika 
were performed with great magnificence. But 
even the companionship of youth and beauty 
failed to keep the boy King in the path of virtue 
and health, so after a time he died, leaving his 
young widows disconsolate, and the Kingdom of 
Hustinapura without an heir. 

Then Sutya-vati the Queen Mother spoke thus 
to Bhishma: ‘‘O! thou of incomparable virtue, 
thou who hast been son and father to me in the 
years of my widowhood, pause and think. The 
Kingdom of Hustinapura looks for an heir, and 
thou truly art that one. Be no longer Regent. 
Take the kingship that is thine by rights.”’ 

But Bhishma shook his head and denied her. 

‘“‘T have renounced the kingship,’ he said, 
“and I will not renounce the Truth.” 

Then Sutya-vati spoke again: ‘‘O! son of 
matchless integrity, think! The cause of thine 
oath hath disappeared. Mine only son is dead ; 
there is no longer fear of thy children. Lo! 
I acquit thee of thine oath. Marry thy brother’s 
widows according to law and usage, and so raise 
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up heir to him, to me, and to thyself. Thus 
will all things be justified and satisfied.” 

But Bhishma, joining his hands, said softly : 
“Earth may renounce its fruitfulness, water its 
moisture, air its light; but I, O! mother and 
more than mother, cannot renounce my oath.” 

Then yet once more Sutya-vati spoke: “O 
brother and more than brother to me, all these 
years, lo! thou owest a duty to thy father 
and to me, lone sonless widow. I am thine own 
age, and I worship thee, O peerless knight! 
Forsake thine oath, make me thy Queen, and raise 
up an heir to Hustinapura.”’ 

Then Bhishma prostrated himself before her 
and kissed her feet saying: “‘O sister and more 
than sister, I cannot forsake mine oath. The 
Sun may renounce its glory, the moon its cool 
rays, the stars renounce their light, but I cannot 
renounce Truth.” 

So Sutya-vati ceased from speaking. 

And all the Court wept and mourned because 
there was no heir to Hustinapura, until at last, by 
the counsels of the wise, the great saint and 
ascetic Vyasa, who was Sutya-vati’s nearest male 
relation, was wedded to Amvika and Amvalika, 
and after a space they each bore a son. But 
Dritarasta, the eldest son, was born blind, because 
Amvika, who loved beauty, would not look at her 
husband’s ugliness, and Pandu, the younger, was 
born pale and white, because Amvalika the young 
bride was frightened at her husband’s ash-smeared 
body. But the boys themselves were strong and 
healthy, and Bhishma, faithful to his trust, ruled 
the Kingdom for them, and taught them all 
kingly lore, until they came to man’s estate. 
Then Pandu took the kingship, and Dritarasta, 
being blind, was his chief adviser, 
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Now all these years, till he was forty and five 
years of age, Bhishma did all things for others, and 
thought not of himself at all. And none could 
touch him with bow or spear or javelin, so 
that though he fought many fights, he was ever 
victorious. 

Now when the two lads came of marriageable 
years Bhishma sought wives for them, and Drita- 
rasta married Gunga and Pandu wedded the won- 
derful Kunti, famed throughout the wide world for 
beauty and wit. She was of full age when she 
saw Pandu joust in a tournament and said: 

“ Him will I wed; none other.” 

Now, after a time, Pandu, being drawn towards 
an ascetic life, resigned the kingdom to his brother 
and went with his family to live in the wilderness, 
where after a time he died. 

Then Kunti, his widow, returned to Hustina- 
pura and claimed the kingship for her sons. But 
Bhishma who was as eyes to blind Dritarasta said, 
“Not so. Time enough for strife when the King 
forsakes this mortal life and joins the company 
of the blessedin another world. Lo! he also has 
sons. Let the young Princes be brought up to- 
gether and learn to be Kings and to do Kinglike 
deeds.”’ 

Thus the boys studied together, learning all 
the arts of war and kingship. But in all ways the 
sons of Pandu excelled the sons of Dritarasta, 
and so jealousy and strife began ; for none could 
touch Yudistra, the eldest of Kunti’s sons, at book 
or pen; Bhima the second was strong beyond 
compare; Arjuna the third, tall, slender, lithe 
as a young palm tree, outdid all in marksmanship, 
while Nakéila and Sahddeva, the twins, excelled 
in beauty and manners. But Bhishma was as 
father to them all, praising them or criticising 
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them without favouritism, though his heart in- 
clined most to Arjuna, who was even as he himself 
had been at that age. And Arjuna thought none 
was equal to great Bhishma, so wise, so kind, so 
brave. Now Duryodana, the eldest of the Kaurava 
Princes (as Dritarasta’s sons were called), was 
wicked from birth and full of deceits and wiles, 
and he led his brothers astray into paths of strife. 
And Bhima, the second of the Pandava Princes (as 
Pandu’s sons were called) was full of mischief, 
and being stronger than all the rest put together 
would play pranks without fear of consequences. 
So, being proud of his younger brother Arjuna’s 
beauty and skill, he would resent any slight—and 
there were many—put upon him by his cousins. 
Sometimes Bhima would take the offenders 
by the hair and smear their faces with dust, or 
when they had climbed a tree in order to pluck 
fruit, so shake that tree that not only the fruit, 
but the fruit pluckers, would fall to the ground. 

Thus the Kaurava Princes, with Duryodana, 
crafty and malicious, at their head, took counsel 
with each other how they might rid themselves 
of Bhima the Strong. So with friendly words 
they bid their cousins and other nobles of like age 
to a grand entertainment on the banks of the 
Sacred River. Here they had prepared a gor- 
geous pavilion decorated with attractive pictures 
by the best artists and hung with broad cloth 
and tinsel tissues. And here they assembled all 
the best singers and musicians and dancers 
and conjurors; never was there such an enter- 
tainment ! 

Now Bhima cared for none of these things, and, 
reckoning on this, a sumptuous repast had been 
made ready of which he partook, as was his 
wont, freely; thereafter, while the others 
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enjoyed the various amusements, retiring to an 
alcove overhanging the stream for a quiet nap, 
whither he was pursued by the good-humoured 
jeers of the Kauravas who plied him with comfits 
lest he should feel hungry in his sleep. 

Now these same comfits were poisoned with a 
powerful narcotic, and while his brothers were 
engaged in the joyful entertainment, some of the 
Kaurava Princes slipped round to the alcove and 
in a trice lifted up the unconscious Bhima and 
dropped him into the stream, where he sank like 
lead. So, satisfied with their work, they rejoined 
the audience. Now when the entertainment drew 
to a close, and his brethren went to waken Bhima, 
he was not to be found; whereupon Duryodana, 
the crafty, said : 

‘““ Doubtless, being a-weary of our long merry- 
making, he hath gone home.”’ This satisfied the 
Pandava Princes who, after ceremonious farewell, 
returned thither also, leaving the Kaurava Princes 
to joyful satisfaction at having rid themselves of 
their enemy without fear of detection; since 
even if the Sacred River were to give up Bhima’s 
body they could say that, overcome by food and 
wine, he must have fallen from the balconied 
alcove. 

Meanwhile, Yudistra, always careful of his 
brothers, had greeted Mother Kunti with the 
question : 

“ Hath Bhima returned ? ” 

So, hearing the answer that he had not come 
back, weeping and wailing began, since all were 
sure of foul play. Thus hours passed, during 
which Arjuna sate, his fair face darkened by rage, 
his strong slender hands gripping the sword with 
which he would fain have spitted the whole gang 
of Kauravas, and Yudistra, his wide forehead 


46 A Tale of Indian Heroes 


brent with thought, pondered how best to gain 
revenge upon the traitors; while Kunti, Mother 
Kunti, forgetful of all, save that her son was 
dead, wept scalding tears. 

So the dawn broke, bringing joy instead of 
grief ; for, stout as ever, in strode Bhima, dripping 
wet from head to foot. And he had a marvellous 
tale to tell of how he sank unconscious to the 
very bottom of the river where, thinking him 
dead, the river snakes had begun to eat him. And, 
at the first bite, their poison had proved an anti- 
dote to the narcotic he had swallowed, so that he 
sate up as if from sleep, and they, terror-stricken, 
had fled. After which mermaidens had appeared 
and taken him to their caves saying it was the 
orders of the River Goddess, and thence, regaled 
by unthinkably delicious foods and drinks, he had 
been escorted to the river bank, whence he had 
walked home, unseen. 

Then Yudistra clapped his hands and said: 
“So shall it be. In silence is great gain, since 
the culprits will live ever in fear of disclosure. 
Let us say nothing, and act as if naught had 
happened.”’ 

And to this the brothers and Mother Kunti 
agreed. So when the time came for the morning 
assembly at which all the nobles of the Court 
appeared to pay homage to the King, the five Pan- 
dava Princes walked in as ever and saluted their 
cousins gaily. And they, turning pale, looked as 
though Bhima was a ghost ; but he standing fair 
and square with brawny arms a-kimbo, laughed 
loud and long. 

“Thanks, kind cousins,” said he, ‘‘ for the 
most marvellous entertainment given us last night. 
But what I enjoyed most was my dip in the river ! 
Lo! it hath strengthened my muscles so that I 
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challenge each and all of ye, and thou—-most of all 
Duryodana—for ever and ever and aye to a 
wrestling match for life.” 

Whereupon the Kaurava Princes, and Duryo- 
dana most ofall, tried to laugh back, loud and long, 
but their tongues were tied with surprise and 
rage and fear, so that the laughter of the five 
Pandavas overbore their cackling, and echoed up 
into the rafters. 

Now after this there was peace for a while. 
But only for a while. The enmity grew and grew, 
though Bhishma bade them delay their quarrels 
till they were of fit age. 

“ For see ye, children,” he would say; “the 
wise hold that none under age can commit a crime, 
neither therefore can they decide actions which 
lie beyond the time of their tutelage. Therefore, 
until such time as one of ye are fit to rule, quarrel 
not over succession and such like. Learn to be 
Kings as if the kingship were already in the wallet. 
Above all things forget not the true soldier’s rule 
of battle : 


‘ With one who throws away his sword, 
With one who flieth for his life, 
With one who yields, with one who falls, 
I, as true soldier, have no strife. 


‘ With woman, e’en with one who bears 
A woman’s name, I do not fight ; 
Nor with a low-bred, vulgar clown. 
I battle only for the right.’ ” 


And the boys, listening, would chant back the 
measure. 


CHAPTER VI 
HOW DRONA TAUGHT THE PRINCES 


Now Bhishma, greatly desirous for the welfare of 
the young Princes, sought everywhere for the best 
tutors, and appointed Kripa as master at arms 
and Vidura as master of arts. And the latter 
favoured Yudistra, who excelled all the others in 
learning and justice and virtue; while Kripa 
thought much of Arjuna who, in truth, became un- 
surpassable in the use of every weapon. 

Now one day, the young Princes playing at 
ball together, it so happened that the ball fell into 
a well, and though with all skill, using the bucket 
and the rope, they tried to get it out, they could 
not succeed. So, disheartened, they were about to 
give up, when an old Brahman, decrepit and lean, 
passing by, paused to watch them. Then he 
laughed lightly, saying: 

‘““Shame on your skill, young sirs! Lo! pro- 
mise me a dinner to-day and I will bring up the 
ball.” 

At this they laughed in their turn, and, pro- 
mising him food to last him for life if he succeeded, 
bade him try. Now close beside the well there 
grew a tuft of tall tiger grass whose long blades 
looked like javelins. Taking some of these, the 
old Brahman hurled one, then another, thenanother 
down the well, and so continued to throw, with 
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extreme lightness of hand, until the Princes, 
astonished, saw the last blade come within reach 
of the old man’s hand. Clasping this he drew upa 
rope or chain of blades, the point of each splitting 
the shaft of the next, till on the last one was the 
ball impaled. 

Then the young Princes, mightily astounded at 
the old man’s skill, asked to know his name; but 
he said: “ Repair to Bhishma, tell him what you 
pare seem That mighty one will recognise my 
skill. 

Now when Bhishma heard of the wonderful 
thing that had been done, he clapped his hands 
and said, “‘ Surely it is Drona, the king of archers, 
who long years since disappeared none knew 
whither.” 

Then he sent for the old man, and sure enough 
it was Drona, and he consented to teach the 
young Princes all that could be taught in the use 
of all arms, on condition that when their education 
was complete, they should fight for him against 
the enemy who had held him captive for so 
long. 

Thus, as it may be thought, he did his best to 
teach ; but in all learning there is something God- 
given, so Arjuna once more came to the front, for 
his heart was in it. For instance in the early 
morning one of the first duties of the pupils was 
to fetch water for their preceptor. Now for this 
purpose Drona gave the Princes narrow-necked 
pitchers so that time might be spent in filling them ; 
but to his own son he gave a wide-mouthed 
vessel. Thus the lad, profiting by this, had a 
longer lesson than the others; but Arjuna notic- 
ing this took measures so that he and his precep- 
tor’s son came together with their water. Now 
Drona, perceiving this, became fearful lest Arjuna 
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should in the end even exceed himself in skill ; 
for the lad was for ever practising. Therefore 
he bade the servants never serve food to Arjuna 
when light was waning, butever to seta lamp alight. 
This they did, but one evening a wind arose and 
blew out the lamp. Arjuna, however, continued 
eating in the dark, his hand from habit finding 
his mouth without fail. And this setting him 
athinking, he realised the force of habit, and 
began to practise with his bow at night. 

So after this the twang of his bowstring was 
heard oft, like a cicala in the dark hours, and his 
skill increased many times over. 

Now one day Drona, desirous of testing the 
excellence of his pupils in the use of arms, col- 
lected them in the garden and invited Bhishma 
to witness the trial. And he caused an artificial 
bird to be made with gay feathers and a brown 
head, and this he placed on the topmost branch of 
a tall tree. 

Then assembling his pupils he bade them take 
their stand in a line, and with arrows fitted to 
the string, aim steadily but await the word of 
command to shoot and cut off the bird’s head. 
Now at one end of the line stood Yudistra, and 
at the further end Arjuna, slender and tall as a 
young palm tree, his face eager. 

Then Drona said to Yudistra: ‘‘ Dost see 
yon bird ?”’ 

And the Prince answered, “‘ I do.” 

“ Dost see aught else ?’’ asked the preceptor. 

‘I see the tree, thyself, my brothers,” replied 
Yudistra. 

Then Drona said, ‘‘ Stand apart and shoot not 
yet ; not thine the aim.” 

So he passed to Duryodana and said to him 
likewise: “ Dost see yon bird?” 
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And Duryodana answered back: “I am not 
blind.” 

Then the preceptor asked again: ‘‘ Dost see 
aught else, thou who art not blind ?”’ 

And Duryodana laughed a scornful laugh. 
“Surely I do. I see the leaves on the trees and 
the scowls on my cousin Bhima’s face and the 
wrinkles on thy cheeks, O learned one! ”’ 

With that Drona said to him, “‘ Stand thou also 
apart ; not thine the aim.” 

So he went through all the Princes, enquiring 
what they saw in like manner and receiving like 
answers. 

Then he came to Arjuna who stood with bow 
drawn on the bird, his face set. 

“Seest thou the bird yonder, the tree, myself 
and thy brothers ? ’’ asked Drona. 

Then Arjuna replied, his face set: ‘‘ Nay! I 
see the bird only.”’ 

“‘ Tf thou seest the bird, describe it to me,” said 
Drona; but Arjuna answered swiftly : 

“Nay, master, I cannot! I see but the 
head.” 

Then Drona cried aloud in joy: ‘“ Then shoot 
thou ; the aim is thine.” 

And Arjuna on the moment let fly his arrow 
and lo! the bird’s head, cut clean off as with a 
knife, fell to the ground. 

So Arjuna was adjudged winner and in his 
delight he knelt before Bhishma and laying his 
head on that Great One’s lap cried aloud : 

“ Rejoice with me, O! my father!” 

Then Bhishma stood up, still tall and straight, 
and strong, but with a grey head and wrinkles 
on his forehead. And doubtless his heart yearned 
over Arjuna who might indeed have been his very 
son. But he said gently: 
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“ T am not thy father, nor thy father’s father.” 

So with a sad face he left the garden, remember- 
ing his vow. 

But after that the young Princes ever called 
him the Grandsire, and he continued with loyalty 
and infinite patience to do his duty by them. 
Yet was he as eyes to Dritérasta and ruled the 
Kingdom well, forgetting himself in helping others. 


CHAPTER VII 
HOW A GREAT TOURNAMENT WAS HELD 


Now when the five sons of Pandu, and the many 
sons of Dritarasta were nigh to man’s estate, 
Bhishma and Drona and Kripa and Vidura, their 
guardians and tutors, arranged a tournament to 
display the prowess of the young heroes. And 
blind King Dritarasta bade artificers prepare a 
fitting place for the exhibition, and said: 

“Lo! Grief fills me at mine own blindness, 
so that I envy those, who, blessed with sight, 
shall see my children’s skill in arms.” 

So a place was chosen in the open ground, and 
measured out according to rule. Then a large 
and elegant stage was built thereon, the pillars 
whereof were pure gold decked with lapis lazuli 
and strings of pearls. And another magnificent 
hall was erected for lady spectators, and all around 
the spacious arena the citizens of Hustinapura 
built themselves platforms and pitched high and 
gorgeous tents. 

Now ona lunar day when the star ascendant 
was auspicious, the King and his Ministers, with 
Bhishma and the preceptors walking ahead, came 
into that noble theatre, while the Royal ladies in 
festal attire joyfully ascended their platform like 
celestial goddesses ascending the mountain of 
Sumeru. And all the four orders of men, desirous 

53 


54 A Tale of Indian Heroes 


of upholding the Princes’ skill in arms, left their 
labours in the city and flocked to the place, till 
so great was the crowd that it resembled a sea of 
faces, and the noise thereof, with the sound of many 
voices, the beatings of drums, the bellowings of 
conches, was as the noise of an agitated ocean. 

Then Drona dressed in white with white locks, 
white beard, white garlands, and white sandal- 
paste marking his forehead, entered the lists like 
as if the Moon itself had appeared by day in an 
unclouded sky. Next with Yudistra the eldest at 
their head the puissant Princes entered to the 
accompaniment of suitable music, and leaping to 
their milk-white stallions began with dexterity to 
show their prowess. And the spectators saw with 
wonder their agility, the symmetry of their bodies, 
their grace, their calmness of mien, their firm 
grasp and their familiarity with bows and arrows, 
mace, spear and javelin, sword and buckler ; so 
that all of a sudden like the voice of thundering 
clouds rolling and reverberating, came a roar: 

“Well done! Well done!’’ Whereat the 
Princes bowed low. 

Now after this Duryodana and Bhima, fore- 
most in the use of the mace, began a single combat. 
Inwardly delighted at the prospect of a fight, they 
set to work with the fury of mad elephants, 
circling the lists. And the spectators, swayed by 
partiality, divided into two parties, one crying, 
“Success to Duryodana!”’ and the other “ Suc- 
cess to Bhima!’ Now this, stimulating the 
opponents, encouraged them to greater effort. 
The fight ceasing to be a trial of skill became one 
of life and death; until Drona, seeing a sudden 
uproar like to a troubled ocean, and fearing lest 
the ire of the assembly should be provoked by the 
combat, cried aloud: 
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“Hold! Enough!” 

Then the parted combatants with still up- 
lifted maces stood glaring at each other like two 
rutting stags. 

But Drona, quick to make diversion, bade the 
musicians play suitable music, and with a voice 
deep as the clouds shouted : 

“OQ ye peoples! Behold now Arjuna, the 
master of all arms,” 

Then, like an evening cloud reflecting the rays 
of the setting sun and illumined by the hues of the 
rainbow and flashes of lightning, Arjuna stepped 
forth, tall, slim, pliant as a young palm tree. 

So on all sides rose a loud murmur: ‘“‘ Lo! 
here is the master of arms! Here is the graceful 
son of Kunti!”’ 

Now Kunti herself, listening, surrounded by 
her waiting maids, felt her heart swell with pride, 
and Dritarasta, the King, thanked Heaven who 
had bestowed such a hero on the Kuru race. So, 
circling the lists, Arjuna desplayed his skill, using 
celestial and terrestrial weapons, and showing his 
marksmanship, his charioteership, and his pro- 
found mastery in the use of all weapons of war, 
until the crowd, satiated, cried with one voice: 

“Enough! Here is the champion of the world!”’ 

Now, no sooner had this uproar ceased than 
at the gate of the arena was heard the sound of a 
challenge, and lo! on the threshold stood a young 
man, excessively handsome, tall and pliant also 
as a palm tree ; he was clad in glittering mail and 
with glittering earrings in his ears. And he stand- 
ing, fully armed and equipped, cried aloud in a 
voice deep and thunderous as a storm cloud : 

“© Arjuna, of the race of Pandu, son of 
Kunti, I challenge thy championship. All that 
thou hast done, aye! and more, I, Karna, will 
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do before this gazing multitude, and show them 
that this arena is not for thee alone, but for all! ”’ 

Then folk craned forward to see the newcomer, 
and cried, ‘“‘Lo! he is even as Arjuna, but not 
so slim. Older too and mayhap taller. For all 
that as like as two peas in one pod! Let us see 
if he be his fellow in prowess ! ”’ 

Now after this the newcomer circled round the 
lists displaying his skill, and it was such that every 
feat Arjuna had performed was done by the stran- 
ger, so that in the end the two young men, each 
like a cliff for stillness and sternness, stood facing 
each other, defying each other. Andbehind Arjuna 
stood his brothers, and Bhishma and the precep- 
tors; but behind the stranger stood Duryodana 
and his brethren, well pleased at seeing Arjuna 
had met his match. 

Then once again the stranger, who called him- 
self Karna, spoke in a voice deep as that of the 
clouds. 

“QO umpires and stewards of this tourna- 
ment! I challenge Arjuna to single combat with 
bow, or sword, or mace!”’ 

Now at this the vast audience thrilled as one 
man, and set up a shout, while Arjuna quick as 
thought stepped forward, sword in hand. 

But Kripa, the preceptor, knowing all the rules 
regulating such duels cried: ‘‘ Hold! Arjuna is 
the son of Pandu and Kunti, his wife, King and 
Queen of Hustinapura. But thou! O stranger, 
of what lineage art thou ? since the sons of Kings 
cannot battle with the low-born.”’ 

On this the challenger’s brow grew black. 
“Whose son I am matters little,’ he said curtly, 
“yet ‘twas a charioteer who fathered me, and 
Radha his wife is as my mother.” 

Then Bhima, ever rough and rude, called aloud, 
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“ Kings’ sons fight not with servants’ sons. 
Mayhap, friend, thou couldst use a whip better 
than a sword. Go try!” 

Hearing this, Karna fetched a deep breath, 
and flinging down his sword prepared to turn 
away; but Duryodana sprang forward. 

“ Hold!” he cried. “If Arjuna, a King’s son, 
will fight with none but Kings, lo! I give this 
man my Kingdom of Anga. Ho! Brahmans 
and Priests, bring hither all things necessary to 
instal an heir with due ceremonies.” 

So from amongst those of the audience partial 
to Duryodana came Priests and sacrificers, and 
at the moment, seated on a royal seat with 
offerings and flowers, and much gold, they installed 
the warrior as King. 

Now, just as the ceremony was complete, an 
old man, leaning on a staff, entered the arena. 
And people seeing him said : 

“Lo! there is the King’s charioteer; of a 
truth this hero must be his much vaunted son, 
Karna, of whom all have heard.’’ And it was so; 
for the new-made King, his hair still wet with 
the water of inauguration, left his royal seat and 
bowed his head before the old man saying : 

“Father! They have made me King! Re- 
joice with me!” 

Then the old man lifted up his voice and wept, 
saying, ‘“O thou of great good fortune, who dost 
never forget those who cared for thee, thy mother 
Radha and I rejoice that thou art now the equal 
of any man alive, as indeed thou has been from 
thy cradle, since thou wast born with glittering 
earrings and in glittering shining mail.” 

On this a turmoil arose in the women’s plat- 
form; for Mother Kunti swooned away, and 
physicians were sent for hastily to revive her. 
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Yet this interrupted not the dispute between 
Duryodana and the preceptors as to whether 
a low-born fellow could be crowned King. But 
Arjuna and Karna, worthy foes, took no part in 
it ; but stood silent, waiting ; and each eyeing the 
other’s strength, longed to test it, and vowed in 
his heart that, no matter what was decided, 
sooner or later they would fight each other to the 
death. 

So the time passed, and daylight began to fail, 
and all around that pleasant arena, countless 
lamps were lit in rows that glittered like stars. 
Yet still they disputed of Karna’s birth. Till 
Duryodana said: 

“Lo! the lineage of heroism is ever unknown. 
It cometh the gods know whence, and goeth the 
gods know whither. A hero hath not ever a 
heroic son.’”’ And so saying he took Karna by 
the hand and led him forth from that arena lit up 
by countless lamps, the light of which glittered 
on his glittering mail and glittering earrings. 

Then the crowd departed also, some naming 
Arjuna as victor, and some Karna, and the great 
arena grew dark and silent as the grave. 

Yet here was the beginning of the Great War 
between the Kaurava Princes and the Pandava 
Princes that lasted for long years and slew thou- 
sands and thousands of brave warriors. 

Now Bhishma the Grandsire being wise beyond 
compare, foresaw this, and bowed his head in 
sorrow, for he loved Arjuna even as his own son, 
and knew that he and Karna had pledged their 
souls to fight to the death. 

And Mother Kunti also was sore troubled. 
For she had recognised Karna by his heaven- 
sent shining mail as the son of her secret marriage, 
born in her girlhood ere she met Pandu, whom 
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from fear of her father’s wrath she had set adrift 
in a little ark upon the Sacred River. And the 
thought that the brothers should fight each other 
was as a great burden to her soul. 

Yet was she silent, being full of pride, and 
unwilling, even after long years, to acknowledge 
her son. So Karna attached himself to Duryo- 
dana’s side in the great quarrel. 


CHAPTER VIII 


HOW DRONA CLAIMED HIS FEE AND THE HOUSE OF 
WAX WAS BUILT 


Now the Princes having attained to man’s estate, 
Drona,their tutor, thought it time to claim his fee. 
Therefore he said to Bhishma : 

“Sire! I have done my part. Now is it thine 
to fit out an expedition of punishment to mine 
enemies.” 

And Bhishma replied: “Lo! my word is as 
my bond; therefore shall they fight for thee, 
caparisoned and equipped as warriors should 
be 

So on a given day, with much pomp, an army 
set out to punish Drona’s enemy. Yet was it 
not one army, but two armies; for the Kaurava 
Princes held themselves aloof from the Pandava 
Princes, and would have naught in common with 
them, and boasted openly of the superior prowess 
of their champion, Karna. 

Seeing this Arjuna said lightly: ‘‘ Let them 
first display their skill. Ours can come when 
theirs has failed.”’ 

And so it happened. For such was the on- 
slaught of the enemy that even the mighty 
Karna’s thirst of battle was slaked, and the twang 
of the bowstrings seemed to rend the very 
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Then, when the Kaurava host broke and fled, 
Arjuna leaped to his chariot, bidding Yudistra, 
as King, refrain from fighting, while the mighty 
Bhima seized his mace, and so, rallying the 
flying soldiers, they attacked the enemy with fury. 
And lo! the elephants, struck by Bhima’s mace, 
began streaming with blood, to fall like cliffs loos- 
ened by thunder, and Arjuna’s arrows split the 
bows and pierced the clenched left hands of the 
bowmen. So, seeing the enemy’s King close at 
hand, Arjuna, with a loud shout, leapt from his 
chariot, sword in hand and engaged him, taking 
him prisoner. 

Having done this he cried, “‘ O Bhima, desist ! 
Slay not the innocent soldiers! Here is our 
preceptor’s fee! ’”’ 

And the battle ceased from that moment. 
So, taking the King with him Arjuna returned to 
Drona, and the latter, beholding his enemy thus 
humiliated and deprived of honour, was satisfied, 
and said : 

‘“ Fear not for thy life, O King! though now it 
dependeth upon me; but I remember the days 
of our childhood and the days of our youth when 
we were friends. Lo! my affection and love for 
thee grew with my growth. It is part of me; 
therefore, O King, I ask for thy friendship again, 
for the past is passed. And I return to thee 
half the Kingdom they have won for me; so, if 
it pleaseth thee, know me from henceforward as 
true friend again.” 

Then the King hung his head in shame, and 
said: “‘ Truly thou hast a noble soul.”’ 

Now after this the Princes returned to Hus- 
tinapura, and the blind King Dritarasta urged 
thereto by Bhishma’s counsel and by the desire 
of the people, installed the eldest-born, Yudistra, 
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son of Pandu, as Heir-Apparent to the Kingdom. 
And this he did on account of that Prince’s firm- 
ness, fortitude, patience, benevolence, frankness 
and unswerving honesty. So for awhile the sons 
of Pandu came uppermost; and their prowess 
was such that wherever they fought they were 
victorious, and thus they extended the limits 
of the Kingdoms by conquering the territories of 
other Kings. 

On this Duryodana became fiercely jealous, 
and once more set about the destruction of the 
Pandavas. This theystrovetoaccomplishby many 
means, yet ever the virtuous Princes counteracted 
every contrivance and rose superior to every 
wickedness. Nor did they ever speak of these con- 
spiracies, but treated them with silent contempt. 
Then Duryodana, false of heart, tried warring with 
words, and he worked on his father the blind King’s 
fears by saying that the citizens began to talk of 
ousting him from the throne, and, with the con- 
sent of Bhishma, installing Yudistra thereon. 
Now the blind King, thus deprived by this subtle 
suspicion of the possibility of consulting the wise 
Bhishma, took counsel with the creatures of Duryo- 
dana, and they advised that by gentle means the 
Pandava Princes should be banished to the pro- 
vinces, and that, once their personal influence was 
removed, the people should be conciliated with 
wealth and honour into loyalty. 

“Lo!” said Duryodana at last. ‘“‘ Grief con- 
sumeth me like a raging fire that thou, O father, 
shouldst suffer by these men who stalk about like 
gods amongst us, with their wisdom, their strength, 
their bows and arrows. Let them be removed'! 
Is not out of sight also out of mind? The people 
will soon forget them.” 
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And Bhishma the wise, held his peace, for he 
knew the wickedness of Duryodana and thought 
that Kunti and her five sons would be safer away 
from Hustinapura. 

So, on pretence of seeing a great festival that 
was held there, the five Pandava Princes and 
their mother were sent with all honour to the town 
of Varanavata, and pearls and gems were given 
them in profusion to bestow as alms on the Priests 
and the musicians and the dancers. And King 
Dritarasta ordered a magnificent summer palace 
to be built for their reception and sent shawls 
and carpets and furniture of the best workman- 
ship wherewith to decorate it, and make it a 
fitting residence for royal Princes. 

But Duryodana, full of deceit and of wicked 
intent, sent for his counsellor Pooroo and said to 
him: 

“ Take thy chariot and the fleetest mules that 
can be found, and go to Varanavata. And cause 
thou that palace to be built, secretly, of wax and 
hemp and resin. Yea! of all things that will 
flare up and burn quickly. Then when the Princes 
and their mother sleep there, fire thou the house, 
shutting the outer door. So no more will the 
enemies of my father stalk about like gods; for 
they will surely be burnt to death! Yet will folk 
say their end was but mischance and none will 
be blamed.”’ 

And Pooroo, taking the fleetest mules set off for 
Varanavata, and speedily and secretly the summer 
palace was built; but they soaked the bamboo 
props thereof in oil, and they plastered the screens 
thereof with wax and resin, and the very floor 
thereof was beaten earth and tow, and clarified 
butter. Yet outwardly the palace was as other 
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palaces, all hung with muslin draperies, and 
furnished to perfection. 

Nowon the day of departure for their new abode 
the city crowded out to wish the Pandava Princes 
God-speed, and many declared that they would 
follow Yudistra whither he went. But the latter, 
wise and patient, said : 

“Not so! Our duty is to do with unsus- 
picious hearts what the King ordains. There- 
fore return to your abodes. If the time comes 
for help, then, indeed, help us, and now, fare- 
well!” | 

So saying, the wise Pandava Prince leapt to 
hischariot and was about to drive off when Vidura, 
chief of all the learned men and whilom teacher of 
languages to Yudistra, addressed him in the 
jargon of the West, not understood of the people. 
And this is what he said : 

“He who entereth an inflammable abode 
assigned by his enemies should make his house 
as a jackal’s with a bolt hole, and remember that 
neither the consumer of wax and wood, nor the 
drier of the dew can burn the inmates of the deep 
woods.” 

Now Yudistra, having learnt this jargon, 
understood what was said, and being quick of 
mind and thought answered back : 

“Lo! I understand.” 

es the others wondered what had been 
said. 

So Yudistra, warned by these words, when he 
came to Varanavata looked carefully at the summer 
palace and found that, even as Vidura had hinted, 
it was built entirely of every inflammable thing. 
Yet he said nothing, being fearful lest this might 
only urge Pooroo to action ere means of escape 
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were prepared. So considering the whole aftair 
and pondering on Vidura the learned’s words, he 
came to the conclusion that it would be best to 
make his enemies believe that they had succeeded, 
and that they had destroyed the whole family of 
Pandu. 

“ For,” he argued, “‘ while mine uncle the blind 
King lives, I will not dispute the Kingdom, neither 
would the Grandsire Bhishma help us, since he is 
bound by his oath to be loyal to Dritarasta. There- 
fore, since Duryodana will never cease from 
attempting our lives, we had best disappear 
until such time as we can fight fair. 

So, calling his brothers together, he informed 
them of his plan, and they agreeing to it, he set 
about making the house like to a jackal’s. To this 
end a skilful miner was summoned who, working 
in secret, soon excavated a subterranean passage 
leading to the open country. And while this 
was a making, they deceived the wicked Pooroo 
with a show of trustfulness and content, and he, 
knowing his power waited, thinking thereby to 
show the citizens of Varanavata how much he 
loved and honoured the Princes and their mother. 

Now when all was ready, Mother Kunti 
ordained a feast, and numbers of folk came from 
far and wide and were regaled with plentiful food 
and wine, and having eaten and drunken, repaired 
to their several lodgings. And Pooroo, who had 
also eaten and drunken his fill, lay down to sleep, 
as he slept ever, to guard the entrance at the outer 
door of the palace. And it so happened that a 
great wind aroseand the dust darkening theheavens 
favoured a secret escape. 

Then Yudistra said: ‘‘ Now is our time. God 


keep us! ”’ 
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And Bhima with a lighted torch stole to where 
Pooroo slept, and lit the wall behind him. And 
lo! it blazed up like a torch itself. But Bhima 
with a shout leapt from the room, and in a trice 
was in the subterranean passage where his mother 
and brothers awaited him fearfully. Then they 
ran, and as they ran they could hear the palace 
crackling like thorns above them, and the smoke 
of the fire filled their nostrils and made them fly 
faster. 

Now overhead the blazing palace showed like 
a fire of straw, so fierce was the glare, so quickly 
it died down, leaving nothing but ashes and a 
few bones; for, as it so happened, a wandering 
beggar accompanied by her five grown-up sons, 
having come into the feasting and having become 
intoxicated with wine, and so, unable to walk, 
had lain down to sleep in the arcades of that 
palace, where, the fire overtaking them uncon- 
scious, they perished miserably. Thus the popu- 
lace crowding around the spot found the bones 
of these folk, and mourned loudly saying : 

“Lo! Here is all that is left of five great 
heroes and their great mother !”’ 

Now when the news was brought to Hustina- 
pura, Dritarasta the King ordered that the bones 
should be sanctified by the usual rites, and that 
money should not be spared in the funeral 
obsequies. And all wept and bewailed the Pan- 
dava Princes outwardly, though the partisans of 
Yudistra did not fail to say: 

“ This is ill done ! This is Duryodana’s work ! ”’ 

Yet he himself was disturbed by doubts be- 
cause his minion Pooroo had been burnt likewise ; 
so his wickedness lacked perfect success, and he 
still tormented himself with his evil thoughts. 

Only the learned Vidura did not weep much 
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because he knew the truth ; and Bhishma the 
wise seeing this, said nothing, but went on being 
eyes to blind King Dritarasta;  s0, by being 
loyal, doing what he had sworn to do. 


CHAPTER IX 
HOW THE PANDAVA PRINCES WON FAIR DROPADI 


Now when the five Princes and their mother 
escaped from the burning house of wax, they hid 
themselves in the depth of the forest, determined 
to live there in peace until such time as they could 
fight fair for the Kingdom of Hustinapura. And 
there they met with many strange adventures. 
So, wandering from forest to forest, they became 
even as ascetics attired in the barks of trees and 
the skins of animals they slew for their food. And 
in their solitude they studied the Vedas and the 
Shastras until they became even as priests them- 
selves. So they grew wise and tolerant, and even 
Bhima forgot to be quarrelsome, but held his own 
with dignity. 

Now, after a long time they fell in with a 
company of priests and their disciples who were 
on their way to the capital of King Drupada, 
he whom Drona had forgiven; for there was to 
be a great festival in honour of the Self-Choice of 
the King’s only daughter, Dropadi. And these 
Brahmans seeing the Princes in the garb of ascetics 
said to them: 

“Come with us ; since alms will be generously 
bestowed on that day, for extraordinary festivi- 
ties will take place. And the maiden is beyond 
belief fair She hath eyes like blue lotus leaves, 
features that are faultless, is slender waisted, 
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beautiful exceedingly. Lo! a fragrance falleth 
from her like unto that of the blue lotus; so we 
fain would see her. Then to that Self-Choice will 
come monarchs and Princes all desirous of winning 
the maiden, and therefore ready to give alms 
without stint. Also there will be, from all 
countries, actors and bards singing the panegyrics 
and pedigrees of Kings, and dancers and reciters 
and powerful athletes. Therefore come with us! 
Lo! Ye are all handsome as the celestials ! 
Beholding ye, who knows but the maiden might 
choose one of ye.” 

On this Yudistra said, “‘ Jest not ; we are but 
poor folk. Yet will we go with thee and see the 
maiden.” 

But Arjuna, with his leopard skin hung over 
his shoulders, smiled and said nothing ; for he had 
heard that the King had caused a stiff bow that 
none could string to be made, as a test for the man 
who should win his daughter, and had set up a 
target that none but the very gods themselves 
could hit, as a mark for the prize of Dropadi. 

Now in truth the King, her father, had done 
this thinking of the youth Arjuna, who had de- 
feated him so easily in battle ; for though he had 
said nothing to others, he had long cherished the 
wish of marrying his daughter to that valiant 
young hero, and had grieved much on hearing of 
his death. But being still of a mind that none 
should have his daughter save one who could 
touch dead Arjuna’s skill, he set up a target and 
caused a bow to be made that none could use or 
hit but one who was past master in the art of 
archery. 

Now when the young Princes, attired as priests, 
entered the amphitheatre which had been erected 
for the ceremony they were fair surprised at the 
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unrivalled affluence of King Drupada ; for every- 
where was signs of wealth. The amphitheatre 
itself was surrounded by beautiful mansions white 
and glittering like the cloud-kissing peaks of 
Mount Kylassa. And the windows of these man- 
sions were covered with trellis of gold set with 
diamonds. Now the vast amphitheatre was 
shaded by a canopy of rainbow-tinted cloth, and 
it was adorned with garlands of flowers and 
rendered fragrant by sweet pandanus, while it 
resounded to the music of a thousand trumpets 
and conches and drums. 

And,one by one, themonarchs and Princes who 
cameto compete for Princess Dropadi were received. 
with reverenceby her fatherand marshalled to their 
seats. And there were one hundred mighty 
Kings all possessed with the desire of excelling one 
another ; and beside these was Arjuna amongst 
the crowd, disguised as a Brahman priest. And he, 
with his leopard skin thrown over his shoulder, 
laughed to himself because he saw Duryodana and 
many other of King Dritarasta’s sons, with 
Karna, his ancient antagonist, amongst those who 
aspired to Princess Dropadi’s hand. 

Now day by day the concourse of spectators 
waxed greater and greater, while actors and 
musicians and dancers from every country made 
the assemblage gay, and gifts of surpassing wealth 
were poured out like water. 

Then on the sixteenth day, Princess Dropadi 
entered that amphitheatre bearing in her arms a 
golden dish whereon were the offerings to the gods 
and a bridal chaplet of white jasmine flowers. 
And she was attired in bridal scarlet covered with 
ornaments and precious stones, but her eyes were 
bluer than the sapphires and her lips redder than 
the rubies, And her dense masses of dark hair 
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curling about her face seemed to kiss her cheeks, 
while her little feet scarce seemed to touch the earth. 
So, after she had made oblations to the priests 
of the Moon, she stood with the bridal chaplet 
on her slender hand and lookedround theassembled 
monarchs ; and each one, seeing her, swore she 
should be his. 

Then, suddenly the music ceased and all that 
vast amphitheatre crowded with spectators be- 
came still as the grave. And Dropadi’s brother, 
taking his sister by the hand, said in a voice deep 
as the kettledrums of the clouds : 

“Hear ! ye Kings. Yonder is the target, here 
is the bow, these are the arrows. Who wins, wins 
Dropadi to wife !”’ 

Then there arose a clashing of arms, a flashing 
of jewels, for the assembled monarchs sprang to 
their feet each eager to win the beauteous maiden. 
So, intoxicated with the pride of prowess, lineage, 
knowledge, wealth, and youth, and with hearts 
lost in the contemplation of Dropadi, they des- 
cended one by one into the arena, regarding even 
their best friends with jealousy. Thus, in that 
amphitheatre filled with celestial perfumes, and 
scattered over with celestial flowers, resounding 
with the deep hum of infinite voices and echoing 
with the softer music of the flute, they strove with 
strength and energy, skill and prowess, to string 
that bow of extraordinary stiffness. 

Yet would it not bestrung. Andsome it tossed 
like children, and some fell on their knees, and 
Jarasanda, the mighty, wrestled with it for a 
minute, then turning away, wrathful, left the 
arena. 

Now when all the Kings had tried and failed, 
Karna, King and yet not King of Anga, advanced 
to the trial. Tall, strong, handsome, like a golden 
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palm tree, he bore himself proudly, determined to 
win Dropadi; for in his heart, Kama, the God of 
Love, had found a resting-place. 

And seeing him thus, so full of youth and 
beauty and vigour, the multitude murmured : 
“Lo! he hath won, surely!” 

So, advancing to the bow, he made a mighty 
effort and the bow was strung. Then, fitting the 
arrow to the string he was about to aim, when 
Princess Dropadi cried aloud: “I choose no low- 
born wight for my lord.” 

On that there was silence, while Karna, with a 
laugh of vexation, flung down the bow already 
drawn to a circle, and bowing low, left the lists. 

Then the heralds’ blaring trumpets and conches 
criedagain: “‘Whocomes towin the fairest Princess 
in the world?” and for a moment none came 
forward. 

At last, from amongst a knot of peaceful priests 
there stepped a youth, slim and pliant, dressed 
in a leopard skin, and folk looked at him and 
said : 

“Lo! he is even as the last, but younger, 
and more slender. What ails him, a priest, to try 
his strength when mighty soldiers have failed ? ”’ 

And some would have held him back, but his 
eyes were on Dropadi and her eyes were on him, 
and he cared for naught else in the whole wide 
world. So, seizing the bow, he strung it with 
ease, and taking the five arrows, shot each of 
them to its proper mark through the hole, no 
bigger than an arrow shaft, in the revolving disc 
of brass which—hung on high—formed part of 
the target. 

| Then the air was rent with acclamations, as 
Dropadi, advancing joyously, flung the wedding 
chaplet over the young Brahman’s neck, so, with- 
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out a word followed him she had chosen out of the 
arena. 

Now at first the audience was too stupefied 
for aught save surprise ; but after a few moments 
wrath arose, and the disappointed suitors with one 
accord drew their swords crying : 

“This is an insult! The Self-Choice is for 
warriors not for priests. What right hath this 
youth to compete? What right hath the King 
to summon us hither, and then throw dirt in our 
faces ?”’ 

Now, amongst the audience, the mightiest 
Prince there was Krishna, chief of the Yadavas. 
And he, beholding the marvellous feat of the slim 
Brahman youth, said to his brother : 

“Lo! that must be our cousin, the renowned 
Arjuna of whom all have heard, and who, so the 
tale runs, was burnt in the house of wax! Let us 
see if it be his ghost.”’ 

Meanwhile, King Drupada, being unarmed, and 
seeing the wrath of the suitors, beame afraid and 
fled towards the priests for protection ; and they 
also alarmed began to fly ; but Bhima and Arjuna, 
laughing aloud, cried : 

“ Fear not! We will fight the foe! ”’ 

And Bhima, tearing up by the root a tree that 
stood nigh, stripped it in a second of its branches 
and, using it as a mace, advanced to onslaught. 
But Arjuna chose out Karna, and singling him for 
combat there arose such an assault that other 
fighters paused to witness it. So, breathlessly, 
Karna cried to his adversary : 

“Lo, Brahman! Surely it is a god disguised 
that fighteth with me, since no mortal, save only 
Arjuna the son of Pandu, hath ever stood against 
me.” 

And Arjuna breathlessly called back: “O 
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Karna, son of a charioteer, I am no god, but one 
sent by the gods to vanquish thee in battle. 
Stand on thy guard!” 

But Karna, recognising the voice was struck 
with fear and surprise, so that he desisted from 
the duel. Then the other warriors seeing began 
to whisper among themselves : 

‘Who can encounter Karna in fight save the 
heroic Arjuna, and who could tear up a tree and 
use it as a mace save the mighty Bhima? Ofa 
truth these must be they who were burnt, as we 
all know, in the house of wax—therefore let us 
not fight with spirits.”’ 

So they alsowithdrewand the five Pandu Princes 
returned in peace to their mother, and with them, 
willingly, poor though they seemed to be, went 
Princess Dropadi, whom Arjuna had won. 

Now Mother Kunti was sitting within the poor 
hovel where the Princes lodged, and as the young 
men drew nigh to it, out of the fullness of their 
hearts they cried aloud : 

“Mother, come see the alms Arjuna hath 
gained ! ”’ 

And she busy within answered thus: ‘‘ What 
Arjuna wins is won by all, since ye are brothers. 
Divide it out amongst ye.” 

Then Yudistra, wise beyond most, and full 
of virtue, said: ‘‘Lo! it shall be even as our 
mother hath decreed. By each and all of us 
Dropadi must be honoured as the wife of the sons 
of Pandu.”’ 

And Dropadi smiling, said: ‘‘So be it!” 

Thus, helping Mother Kunti in her duties, 
Princess though she was, she made ready supper 
for the five brothers as if she owed a duty to each 
and all. 

Now that same night, to that poor hut where 
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dwelt the five heroes and their mother, came 
secretly Krishna the Yadava Prince, and his 
brother, and reverently saluting Mother Kunti as 
his father’s sister, claimed cousinship with Arjuna 
and his brothers. And from that moment eternal 
friendship sprang up between those two young 
men, Krishna of dark complexion and Arjuna 
fair as the dawn, so that when folk saw them to- 
gether they would say: 

“Surely before time was, these two were 
friends.”’ 


CHAPTER X 


HOW THE KINGDOM WAS DIVIDED IN TWAIN AND 
THE PANDAVA PRINCES BUILT A NEW CITY AT 
INDRAPRASTA 


Now when King Drupada found that, after all, his 
dearest wish had been accomplished, and that 
his daughter had been won by the hero Arjuna, 
his delight knew no bounds, and sending ambas- 
sadors to the five Princes he begged them to 
accept his hospitality, and loaded them with gifts 
and honours, while many of the monarchs who had 
at first been wrathful, finding it was no priest who 
had bested them but the greatest warrior of the 
day, became reconciled and offered friendship and 
help to the Pandavas. Above all, Krishna of 
dark complexion and untold wealth, loaded his 
cousins with riches and honours, until those who 
stood by said : 

“Truly with such aid the Pandavas are in- 
deed invincible.” 

But Duryodana and his brothers and Karna 
were greatly depressed and departed for Hus- 
tinapura reviling their luck and the minion Poo- 
roo’s carelessness in letting the prey escape from 
the burning house of wax. Yet in order to de- 
ceive the partisans of the Pandava Princes they 
had to pretend joy and relief. Now these 
partisans had become more numerous, for the 
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suspicion had grown amongst the citizens that 
Duryodana was responsible for the conflagration ; 
therefore it became necessary at once to resolve 
on what could be done to secure the Kaurava 
position. 

So Duryodana consulted with his father 
Dritarasta, and Karna also offered his advice. 

Now Duryodana, as his nature made him, was 
for deceit. Clever spies were to sow seeds of 
dissension amongst the brothers. King Drupada 
was to be bribed to forsake their cause, even 
Dropadi was to be incited to jealousy ; or as a last 
resource the Princes themselvescould be calmed by 
fair words and secretly assassinated. 

On this Karna broke in saying: ‘“‘O Duryo- 
dana, canst not learn wisdom ? Oft-times thou 
hast striven by subtle means to destroy the 
Pandavas; yet they still live. They were young, 
unfledged, when thou didst try thy skill on them ; 
now are they full fledged and of ripe years. There- 
fore desist from deceit. The Pandavas are incap- 
able of being discomfited by conciliation, by bribery, 
by disunions. There remains, then, prowess! 
Let us vanquish them by fair means. Our party 
is strong now; ere it weakens, ere the Pandavas 
gain allies, strike without scruple.”’ 

Now Dritarasta being ever of two minds and 
hesitating between each, consulted Bhishma the 
wise ; and Bhishma looking steadily at those two, 
Karna and Duryodana, spoke curtly : 

“QO Duryodana!’’ he said. ‘‘ Thou lookest 
on this Kingdom as thy paternal property; so 
also do the Pandavas ; and both in my sight are 
equal. As the sons of Pandu, so are the sons of 
Dritarasta. Both being the sons of those who were 
Kings have equal rights. Therefore, O Dritar- 
asta, if thou seekest justice, if thou seekest what 
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will bring peace, conclude a treaty and yield half 
the Kingdom to the one, the other half to the other. 
By so doing thou wilt clear thy name of infamy ; 
for of a truth the world doth not hold Pooroo so 
guilty of the house of wax as thou, and thy sons. 
Know, O King, that life is vain when reputation 
is gone. Yea, a man cannot die so long as his 
good fame lasteth; but if that goes then is it 
death indeed!” 

Now, hearing this, Karna blazed up with anger 
and cried : ‘‘ Lo! Bhishma speaks from the wicked- 
ness of his heart! Hath he not ever been for 
Arjuna! Arjuna! Arjuna!” 

And Bhishma, looking like a stern cliff, replied : 
“What I have said is for the prosperity of the 
whole Kuru race. Lo! there is danger it will be 
destroyed root and branch; for if brother fights 
against brother there is no end to warfare.” 

On this King Dritarasta felt afraid, and sending 
for the wise and learned Vidura promised to 
abide by his decision. Now that learned one spoke 
in this wise : 

““O King, I see not how the Pandava Princes 
can be vanquished by mortal man, since they are 
even as theimmortals. How,I say, can Yudistra, 
in whom patience, mercy, forgiveness and truth 
are ever present, be vanquished by deceit ? And 
how can Arjuna possessed of a god’s prowess and 
using both right and left hands with equal skill, 
be vanquished by those who use but one hand ? 
O King, the stain of calumny lies on thee be- 
cause of the conflagration. Purge thyself of this 
by justice. Lo! the claim of the Pandavas to 
the Kingdom is prior even to thine, and hearing 
they are alive, the citizens look eagerly for their 
return. Be wise, therefore, O Dritarasta. That 
which can be gained by conciliation, who—unless 
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accursed by the gods—would seek to effect by 
war? Therefore do as the wise Bhishma hath 
said, and divide the Kingdom.”’ 

On this Dritarasta ceased to hesitate and 
sending accredited ambassadors to the Pandava 
Princes at King Drupada’s Court, begged them 
to return with all honour to Hustinapura, accom- 
panied by Dropadi their wife. 

And when they were come thither they were 
entertained with great pomp and circumstance. 

And a big assembly was held at which Drita- 
rasta the King spoke thus: 

“Lo! sons of Pandu, who was my brother, ye 
are even to me as mine own sons; but enmity 
sunders your hearts from the hearts of mine own 
sons. Therefore, O sons of Pandu, so that no 
future differences may arise between ye and your 
cousins, take one half the Kingdom, and, repairing 
to Kundavaprasta build you there a city to suit 
yourselves.” 

Now at that time Kundavaprasta was an un- 
reclaimed desert; but Yudistra desiring peace 
above all things, agreed thereto, and he and his 
brothers departed to Kundavaprasta, and with 
Krishna’s aid, built there a city which they called 
Indraprasta because it resembled in beauty the 
heavens of the Great God Indra. And when the 
city was built there came thither merchants 
desirous of earning wealth, and numerous persons 
well skilled in the arts wishing to ply their trades. 
Now around that city were laid out delightful 
gardens adorned with trees bearing both fruits 
and flowers, beautiful and blossoming with bent 
branches bearing fragrant loads. And amid those 
verdant groves thronged feathered creatures of 
all sorts and kinds, so that the air resounded ever 
with sweet song. Then there were pleasure houses 
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bright with mirrors, and bowers of blossoming 
creepers and charming and artificial hillocks 
surrounding lakes filled to the brim with crystal 
water set with fragrant lotuses and lilies and 
adorned by swans. Then there were dark, 
delicious pools everywhere with aquatic plants, 
where the melancholy sheldrakes called to each 
other all day long. 

So, having gained their Kingdom the five 
brothers, endued with great wisdom and devoted 
to truth and virtue, lived there with Dropadi as 
their wife, and their joy and happiness increased 
day by day. Now, after a while, Arjuna of im- 
measurable prowess, becoming restless, started to 
see the world, and he wandered far and he wan- 
dered near, and ever he met with countless ad- 
ventures and performed countless feats of arms ; 
until at last, joining company with his cousin, the 
moon-born Krishna of resplendent energy, who 
was even as the immortals for wisdom and power, 
the two heroes, each holding the other dear be- 
yond compare, sought still more adventures and 
were everywhere successful. They even smote the 
demons from the sacred forest they had stolen 
from the celestials, by setting fire to it with the 
aid of the smoke-bannered god Agni and then 
slaughtering the devils as they escaped. 

Lo! at whatever point they sought to escape, 
there by excellent prowess were those two heroes 
ready to prevent flight. And so fierce were the 
flames that the very lakes and pools within the 
forest began to boil and the burning bodies of many 
animals made it seem as if the fire itself assumed 
living forms. Then the mighty flames of that 
great conflagration reached the very firmament 
itself, so that the celestials became alarmed, and 
Indra, the Great God of Storms, covered the sky 
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with thunderclouds and began to pour torrents 
of rain on the burning forest. But so great was 
the heat thereof, that the rain dried up in the 
very sky itself, and with the flames fighting the 
water below, and the black masses of the clouds 
overhead, all pierced by tongues of flame and 
flashes of lightning, that great conflict was won- 
derful to behold, resembling the universal dis- 
solution of all things. 

But Arjuna and Krishna, fearless and invin- 
cible, calmly continued on their way, heeding no 
interruption; yea! not even when the Great 
God Indra, incensed that mortals should defy 
him, tore up a huge peak from the celestial moun- 
tains and flung it to earth. Then Arjuna, as it 
fell, divided it by his swift arrows into a thousand 
pieces, until the fragments thereof, all blazing with 
celestial light, looked as if the Sun and Moon, 
the planets and the stars loosened from their 
heavenly positions were seeking rest. 

Thus in the end all the demons were killed save 
one called Illusion, to whom Arjuna spared his life 
because he was a great artist. And the demon 
desiring earnestly to show his gratitude, Arjuna 
laughed and said : 

*“O foremost of all artists, build thou in 
Indraprasta a palace for Yudistra the King, who 
is even as a full moon without a stain, who is 
ever sweet-speeched, uttering nothing untrue, 
improper, or unbearable. And build thou it a 
mixture of heavenly, devilish, and human design, 
so that none belonging to the three worlds could 
imitate it even with care.” 

Then Illusion sped on his task and going to 
various places collected vast stores of gems and 
precious stones that had hitherto been guarded 
by jealous demons. And with these and pure gold 
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he built a palace in Indraprasta that, like a mass 
of sunset clouds, rose conspicuous into the sky, 
filling the view. Now this palace, wide, delight- 
ful, refreshing, possessed an exceedingly beautiful 
form and shone with such splendour, being lit by 
celestial and terrestrial light, that it seemed as if it 
were on fire, and its brilliance darkened even the 
bright rays of the Sun itself. Furnished with 
golden doors and archways, adorned with varied 
pictures, and hung with costly curtains, it ex- 
celled in beauty all earthly palaces. And in the 
courtyard thereof, the demon Illusion set a peer- 
less pool wherein grew lotuses with leaves of dark- 
coloured gems and stalks of bright jewels, while 
other water plants showed golden leaves and 
flowers of precious stones. Now a flight of crystal 
stairs led from the bank to the edge of the water 
that was rippled by the cool gentle breeze which, 
sweeping over the surface, softly shook the numer- 
ous flowers. And the banks of the pool were 
made of costly marble and jasper set with pearls 
and lapis lazuli. And over all lay a delicious 
fragrance born from the ever-blossoming trees of 
green foliage and cool shade that grew about the 
palace. 

Nor was this the only reward the two heroes 
received for their extraordinary prowess in driving 
out the demons from the Khandava forest. For 
the Great God Indra, sending for the two warriors, 
addressed them thus: 

“Lo! I am gratified by ye. Ask of ye each 
a boon that no man can obtain otherwise.” 

Then Arjuna asked hastily for all Great Indra’s 
celestial weapons and the Great God promised 
them in due time; but Krishna only asked that 
his friendship with Arjuna should be eternal, and 
that boon also was granted to them. 
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So, having got all they desired, Krishna de- 
parted to his own country, and Arjuna returned to 
Indraprasta and lived with King Yudistra in the 
palace of Illusion. 

And Yudistra ruled well, thinking not of him- 
self, but of others, so that the people took delight 
in him not only because he was King, but from true 
affection. Thus they all lived happily, depending 
on Yudistra the Just like a soul lives in a body 
blest with health and virtue. 

Now after a time, many Kings having come to 
do homage to the Pandava Princes, Yudistra be- 
thought him that he would perform the Imperial 
sacrifice and become Emperor. So, inviting all 
his relatives he honoured them with appointments 
in the ceremony, and summoning priests and 
learned men gave them gifts without stint And to 
Duryodana who had been his enemy he gave, out 
of desire for reconciliation, the office of receiver 
of tribute from the vassal Kings. And the 
Grandsire Bhishma, grey of head and ever wise, 
came with Drona the old preceptor of arms, and 
Vidura the old tutor of arts, glad and proud to see 
the wealth and prosperity of their wards and 
pupils the Pandava Princes. 

But Duryodana, as ever, was filled with 
jealousy and anger, and went about seeking for 
injury and insult. Now the palace of Illusion, 
filled with celestial designs, was such that those 
who were unaccustomed to it, might with ease find 
themselves mistaken, and one day Duryodana, 
thinking a pool made of crystal was a piece of 
water, drew up his robes in passing over it. Where- 
at Bhima smiled, and Duryodana, passing on, 
scowled. But a short time afterwards seeing 
what he judged to be a similar pool and being set 
not to mistake again, he fell into a depth of water 
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and wet his royal robes. And this time Bhima 
laughed aloud. In like manner he mistook as 
open, a closed door made of crystal, and striking 
his head against it, stood helpless, his brain swim- 
ming ; while another time, taking as closed another 
crystal door that was really set wide Duryodana, 
determined not again to mistake turned aside and 
went another way. Whereat everyone, even the 
palace menials, laughed. 

These slight things, joined to the splendour 
and prosperity of the sons of Pandu, filled him with 
despite, and he returned to Hustinapura thinking 
of naught but the marvels of the magic palace 
and the unrivalled riches of his cousins. 

Now one by one, when the ceremonies of the 
Imperial sacrifice were complete, the guests and 
the vassal Kings took their leave of Yudistra and 
departed to their own homes. And the priests 
and learned men and the ascetics did likewise, 
calling down blessings on the man who was ever 
just and generous. Now there was one, the 
foremost of ascetics who said: 

‘“O King of Kings, though thou shalt cherish 
thy subjects with ceaseless vigilance and patience, 
yet shall Time—making thee the sole cause— 
destroy the whole Kuru race, because of the sins of 
Duryodana! Grieve not for this, since none can 
rise superior to Time and Fate.” 

Now these words afflicted the virtuous King 
greatly, so that he considered if it would not be 
better to die than to become the cause of des- 
truction; yet at last he called his brothers to 
him and said: 

“Listen to this my vow! From _hencefor- 
ward I will never speak a harsh word to ye or to 
my relatives. Thus there can be no disagreement 
and, therefore, no war; since war ever comes 
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from disagreement. So may I escape my 
Fate.” 

Now, after that, King Yudistra was more 
gentle, more just, more considerate of others than 


he had been before; and his subjects worshipped 
him. 


CHAPTER XI 
TELLS OF THE GREAT GAMBLING MATCH 


MEANWHILE, his jealousy and anger had made 
Prince Duryodana so pale and sad that after a 
time his friends spoke of it amongst themselves, 
and one Shakuni, a deceitful fellow, broached the 
subject to the dejected one himself, saying: 

“What ails thee, my Prince? Tell me, since 
all things are remediable by skill, and I am more 
skilled than most.”’ 

Then Duryodana answered him thus: ‘“ Lo! 
I am being dried up like a shallow pool in sun- 
shine by the prosperity and effulgence of the 
Pandu Princes. Look you! I alone seem incap- 
able of success, while they . .. I tell thee as 
receiver of tribute my hands were fatigued with 
the taking of wealth, and the tribute in kind was 
beyond words. Thinking of it alone makes me 
desperate ; surely will I throw myself upon a 
blazing fire, else will I swallow poison or drown 
myself in water, for I cannot live without success, 
yet am I unable to compass it.”’ 

‘“ By fair means mayhap not,” replied the wily 
Shakuni, ‘‘ but by deceit most things are possible. 
To think of conquering in battle those heroes 
who have vanquished celestials and demons alike 
is but idleness ; but wit oft conquers virtue, and 
Yudistra sets such store by his that perchance it 
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may be his downfall. Now hearken! ’Tis noised 
abroad that from fear of quarrel and consequent 
war he hath vowed a vow ever to do that which is 
agreeable to his relatives. Therefore get Drita- 
rasta the King to bid him come hither on a friendly 
visit. Once here challenge him to a friendly game 
of dice. As one of the tribe, he must in honour 
accept the challenge. Now he knows naught of 
the game, while there is none to equal me in craft. 
Yet he loves the game and being honest and 
ignorant will not perceive my deceptions. Then, 
his virtue assuring him he is in the right, he may 
go on to lose most, if not all his wealth.”’ 

Now Duryodana, cogitating this plan, approved 
of it; so he went to his father Dritarasta and 
expounded it to him. But the weak-minded King, 
ever shifting as a weathercock, at first attempted 
to dissuade his son and asked wherefore, since 
Yudistra was not jealous of Hustinapura, the 
latter should be jealous of Indraprasta ? 

Then Duryodana replied : ‘‘ Thou knowest not 
what jealousy is, even as the spoon that hath no 
perception of the taste of the soup it carrieth to 
the mouth! I tell thee, O King, the state of my 
mind is such that I no longer care for life, since 
the wealth of the Pandavas increaseth day by day 
while our possessions remain the same. There- 
fore, O father, if thou wouldst not have to 
mourn thy eldest son, cause a House of Assembly 
to be erected that shall be called the Crystal-Arched 
Palace, and let it be built entirely of crystal inlaid 
with lapis lazuli and emeralds and rubies and let 
its thousand golden columns be garlanded with 
pearls of great price. So, having finished it, 
invite my cousins to behold this handsome house 
and play a friendly game at dice therein. Lo! 
there is no destruction in dice; neither is there 
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war, therefore what harm can there be in a friendly 
game ?”’ 

On this Dritarasta, ever weak-minded, desired 
to seek the advice of Bhishma and Vidura; but 
Duryodana said : ‘‘Not so! These twain in 
their hearts favour the Pandavas, those Princes 
against whom we Kauravas have to protect our- 
selves. Lo! heisa fool who begins a task depend- 
ing on the counsels of others; therefore act for 
thine own safety, O King! ”’ 

Hearing these words Dritarasta was still 
doubtful, but reflecting that Fate was inevitable 
and that that which should come would come, he 
at last consented. So the House of Assembly, 
named the Crystal-Arched Palace, was built, 
and messengers sent out in haste to ask King 
Yudistra to visit it with all honour, 

Now, according to his vow to do that which 
his relatives desired in order to avoid dispute, 
Yudistra commanded that all should be got ready 
for a visit to Hustinapura, and so, setting forth 
in due time, he arrived thither, being received with 
all honour. But the women of the blind King’s 
household seeing the blazing and splendid beauty 
of Dropadi were filled with envy and jealousy and 
became cheerless. 

Now on the morrow’s morn, the five heroes 
were awakened at dawn by sweetest music, and 
having performed their religious rites and par- 
taken of food, were conducted with great cere- 
mony to the Palace of Crystal Arches. It was full 
to the roof with members of the Kuru race, each 
vying with the other in splendour, and their 
robes and jewels reflected in the crystal walls and 
arches made the Assembly seem that of the whole 
civilised world. 

Now when due salutations had been made and 
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due presents offered, Shakuni the gambler cried 
aloud : 

“OQ King! The Assembly is full to over- 
flowing. All is ready! Therefore let the rules 
of play be fixed and the dice be cast since Duryo- 
dana the Prince hath challenged thee to a friendly 
game!” 

Then Yudistra seeing who his opponent was, 
said courteously : “Lo! Shakuni, I am somewhat 
ignorant of the game, and thou art past master!” 

On this the gamester laughed scornfully and 
said: “O King, in every contest the weaker 
approacheth the stronger !_ The motive is victory : 
therefore skill is not dishonest. Still if thou art 
afraid, desist from play!” 

Then Yudistra, his brows meeting in a frown, 
said haughtily: ‘‘ Having been challenged, what 
soldier of our race withdraws? Lo! having 
been summoned here to play, I play. But let 
one able to stake equally with me be my opponent 
—not thou, O Shakuni.”’ 

But Duryodana stepped forward boldly and 
said craftily: “ It is forme, O Yudistra, that 
this gamester plays. Lo! I supply him with all 


my wealth.” 
Then Yudistra, tall and straight and dignified, 
said in a voice mellow with grave courtesy: “‘O 


learnedone,as thou knowest, togamble by another’s 
agency is contrary to rule; yet as thou dost 
wish it, in accordance with my vow let the play 
begin ! ”’ 

And with that he seated himself, calmly wait- 
ing for the casting of the dice; and the whole 
Assembly craning forward to watch, the Crystal- 
Arched Palace was filled with the flashings of 
jewels and the glint of shining armours. 

But Bhishma, sad and grey, sate silent, thinking 
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of the long, long years he had given to the race of 
his father Shantanu, and in his wisdom fore- 
seeing what the future held of bitter enmity and 
bloodshed. And Vidura of the highest learning 
sate cheerless also, recognising the evils to come. 

Then Yudistra took from his neck a rope of 
pearls and laid it on the blue carpet embroidered 
with lotus leaves that covered the crystal floor 
saying : 

‘OQ Prince who playeth by the gamester’s 
hand! This wreath of pearls beautiful and rare, 
procured of old by the churning of the ocean, 
is my stake. What is thy counter-stake, O 
Duryodana ? ”’ 

And Duryodana laughed disdainfully. ‘‘ Lo! 
the pick of my many jewels. Priceless are they, 
though I praise them not, as thou dost !”’ 

So the dice box rattled and the dice fell. 

‘““T have won,” said Shakuni smilingly. 

And all the Assembly stirred; for they all 
knew Shakuni to be a cheat; yet could they say 
nothing since Yudistra was silent. 

Then he staked his money and his royal 
car, sacred and victorious: then his serving 
men and his elephants, with golden girdles, and his 
six thousand warriors, brave and broad-chested. 
And to each and all Shakuni shaking the dice 
said : 

“Lo! Ihave won!”’ 

And Yudistra felt anger rise in him while his 
four brothers clenched their hands on their 
weapons. 

Then Vidura the learned, rose in his seat and 
said to King Dritarasta : 

“O King! Be wise! Gambling is the root 
of dissension and that Duryodana knoweth full 
well. He desires war and, making enemies of 
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these great warriors, he seeth not that he will 
surely bring about the destruction of the whole 
Kuru race. O King! estrange not these war- 
riors from desire of gold; rather win them to 
thyself by justice. Lo! they will be more to thee 
than all the wealth they have.’’ 

Then Duryodana leapt to his feet. ‘“‘O 
parasite !’’ he cried, “‘ thy tongue, thy mind, be- 
tray thy heart; and that, all know, is with the 
Pandavas, so we Kauravas ask not thy advice. 
Therefore meddle not with their affairs. Lo! 
thou hast said: ‘ Win the Pandavas themselves.’ 
So be it! We will play for them with the dice. 
Shakuni proceed! Five of my brothers against 
the younger of the twins! Lo, ’tis a fair exchange 
and more, unless Yudistra is afraid.’’ 

On this Yudistra, aflame with anger, and for- 
getful of all save his desire to win, cried: “So 
be it!’’ and Shakuni shaking the dice once more 
cried exultantly : 

“T have won !’”’ 

Then quickly without thought, compelled by 
the fascination of the game, Yudistra staked his 
brothers one by one and lost them all. And the 
audience joining in the excitement, some cried : 
“ Well done!” and others, “‘ Hold! Enough!” 
But Bhishma, grey and old and wise, sate silent, 
knowing it was Fate and that naught, now, could 
avert the Great War. 

Then Yudistra stood up and he trembled all 
over with anger and desire to be revenged. “ Lo!” 
he cried, ‘‘ I have lost all save myself. ’Tis thou, 
Duryodana, chief of the Kurus, against me, 
Yudistra, chief of the Pandavas! Dost hear, 
gambler! Shake thou the dice!” 

So Shakuni shook them as ever unfairly, and 
said: ‘‘ Lo! we have won!” 
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Then a great murmur ran through the Assembly 
and many said: ‘‘ That finishes it; but where- 
fore did he stake himself, seeing that he still 
hath wealth and to spare ?”’ 

But Karna, tall and strong and full of pas- 
sions, seeing that Yudistra had indeed lost him- 
self and stood dazed with anger, excitement, and 
the fascination of the game, stepped forward and 
said craftily : 

“OQ King! there is one stake dear to thee 
that is still unwon. Stake thou thy Queen Dro- 
padi who chose the Pandavas and flouted the 
Kauravas. Mayhap by her thou mayst win all 
back! Lo! Dropadi as stake against what we 
have won!” 

Then all who were past youth in the Assembly 
cried aloud: “Shame! Not so! Not “sol™ 
but Yudistra, blind with passion and the fascina- 
tion of the game, said in a voice ringing and 
strong : 

“Yea Yea! I-stake her “beautinks and 
good, and kind! Dropadiis my stake! She who 
possesseth eyes like the blue lotus and weareth 
curly locks. She who is such a woman as any 
man would desire for wife by reason of her beauty 
and virtue and softness of heart. She who is 
possessed of every accomplishment, who is com- 
passionate and sweet of speech, who retires to 
bed last and waketh up first, spending the long 
hours in seeing to all things, doing good to all 
men. She who hath brought good luck ever, she 
shall bring luck now. I stake Dropadi, the 
slender-waisted Dropadi, against the world ! ”’ 

Then there was silence save for the rattling of 
the dice box and the whole conclave was breath- 
less. And some sate with their heads between 
their hands, and some looked as if they had been 
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turned to stone, and some as if they were dream- 
ing; but Bhishma, old and grey, and wise, sate 
silent knowing it was Fate and seeing far into the 
future. 

Now when the dice were being thrown, King 
Dritarasta, ever weak minded, ever taken by that 
which was at hand, all flurried with excitement, 
cried aloud : 

“ Hath the stake been won? Hath it been 
won?’ and Karna and Duryodana laughing 
loudly, answered : 

“Yea! it hath been won!”’ 

But all the Assembly sate with faces down, not 
uttering a word. 

Then Duryodana beside himself with success, 
laughed again and said to a servant: ‘‘Go ye 
quick to the Queen’s apartments and bid her 
come hither, telling her that her husband Yudistra, 
intoxicated with dice, hath staked her and lost 
her ; therefore is she my slave.” 

On this Arjuna and Bhima and the twins, 
grinding their teeth, looked at Yudistra; but he 
stood silent, dazed utterly by shame and anger. 
And Bhima, moved to wrath seeing this, called to 
his brother Sahadeva : 

“Bring fire! Let me burn the hands that have 
wrought this evil and yet can do nothing.” 

But Arjuna whispered to him: “ Peace, peace ! 
Remember as soldier he could not refuse to play.” 

And Bhima, hot with anger, answered back : 
“Had I not known, O Arjuna, that he had 
acted according to the rule of our race, I would 
have slain him as he stands.” 

So to that Assembly, torn by fierce passions, 
returned the servant. And he with joined hands 
said thus to Duryodana : 

“OQ mighty one! The Queen bade me return 
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and ask this question: ‘ Whose lord was Yudistra 
when he staked me at dice?’ When this is 
answered she will come ? ”’ 

Now, hearing these words the whole assem- 
blage stirred and those who had their faces in 
their hands sat up, glad at heart, for they saw 
what the message would be at. And Duryodana, 
seeing it too, grew wild with anger and bade one 
of his brothers go swiftly to the Queen and, if 
need be, drag her to the Palace of Crystal Arches, 
since she was a slave. 

Yet did she look no slave, but a Queen indeed, 
as standing before the multitude of men she 
saluted the elders and said : 

‘But once before, when I made my choice, 
have I stood unveiled before a crowd. Yea! I, 
on whom the very wind was not allowed to blow, 
am here exposed to insult. But I ask of ye all 
an answer to my question. Did the King 
Yudistra lose himself first before he staked and 
lost me ? Since if this were so, what right hath 
a slave to barter a free woman? O Bhishma, 
I appeal even to thee.” 

On this Bhishma stood up and _ viewing 
Yudistra with grief and regret said: 

“O blessed lady, ’tis not for me to decide 
this point. The question hath been put to the 
Assembly. Let the Assembly decide since 
Yudistra, alas! is silent.” 

Hearing these words the youngest son of 
Dritarasta, a mere boy in years, leapt to his feet 
and cried: “If the old speak not, I speak! 
O Kings, answer ye the question put by the 
Queen ; for if here you fail to judge a matter 
referred to ye, of a surety hell is your portion. 
As for me, I hold Dropadi unwon! A slave can- 
not barter a free woman! ”’ 
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Then Karna deprived of his senses by passion, 
waved his well-shaped arms and cried: ‘ Be 
silent, immature youth, that darest to speak in 
the Assembly. Lo! they are fools who hold 
Dropadiunwon. Yudistra was lord of his brothers 
and of all that they had belonging to them. 
He staked them and lost. And this Dropadi, 
this slave, hath been held as wife to the five 
brothers, therefore was she staked and lost ere 
Yudistra staked himself. Therefore is she slave. 
Strip the royal robes from her, menials, and let 
the world see her as she is—a slave whose pleasure 
is Duryodana’s! ” 

On this, rough-handed servants at once pre- 
pared to obey the command ; but lo! even as they 
removed Dropadi’s attire, Dhorma the Great Lord 
of Justice, seeing her plight, covered her with 
celestial garments of rainbow hues, so that the 
more those menials tried to strip her beauty, with 
more andmore celestial robesthe Great God covered 
it, until she stood surrounded by piles and piles 
of softest tissues, looking like clouds, and irides- 
cent as the bow of Indra. 

Now seeing this miracle an uproar of many 
voices arose, and at last the menials, tired and 
ashamed, ceased their hopeless task; but Karna, 
full of passion would not be restrained. 

‘OQ Princess,’ he said, addressing Dropadi 
in sarcasm, “‘thy lords are slaves. The Kau- 
ravas, not the Pandavas, are now thy masters! 
© Handsome One, choose thou now a husband 
from amongst us who will not make a slave of thee 
by gambling.”’ 

Hearing these words, wrathful Bhima breathed 
hard, a very picture of woe, and he said bitterly : 
“O Yudistra! Of a surety no man would have 
dared so to speak hadst thou not acted wrongfully. 
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And now thou art silent! Wherefore dost thou 
not say Shakuni was a cheat, as all know.” 

Now the uproar and the dispute grew so loud, 
that at last the learned Vidura rising, addressed 
the Assembly thus: 

““O assembled Kings, behold the great danger 
of war about ye. The sons alike of Dritarasta 
and Pandu are to blame. Lo! they are even now 
disputing about a royal lady before ye, and that 
is shame unutterable. Lo! the prosperity of 
your Kingdoms is at an end, for if virtue be 
abandoned by one of us, it is abandoned by all. 
Therefore decide the question the blessed lady 
had put to us. Is she bond or free ? ”’ 

On this King Dritarasta, recognising the 
danger of war, and being desirous of escaping from 
it, hastened to put an end to the dispute and, 
declaring that Yudistra, having lost himself was 
incapable of staking a free woman, called Dropadi 
to him, and addressing her said : 

“O first of all my daughters-in-law, ask of 
me a boon in compensation for this that thou hast 
suffered through my sons.”’ 

Then Dropadi asked that Yudistra, her husband, 
should be freed from slavery. And this being 
granted her, Dritarasta said to her again : 

“Lo! first of all my daughters-in-law, ask 
yet another boon! For the fault of my sons 
Duryodana and Yudistra is twofold, and thou 
dost deserve recompense for both.” 

Then Dropadi asked for the freedom of Bhima 
and Arjuna and the twins also. And this being 
granted her, King Dritarasta, highly pleased 
with her address, offered her yet a third boon ; 
but she refused it saying : 

“O King of Kings, it is written that a mer- 
chant may ask one boon, a soldier two, a beggar 
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a hundred. I am no beggar and the five sons of 
Pandu will achieve my prosperity now that they 
are free men. Therefore I have no more to ask.” 

So saying, with a reverence to the elders, she 
left the Crystal-Arched Palace with great dignity, 
followed by the five Pandava Princes hanging 
their heads. 

Now Karna, angry yet sore at heart, seeing 
this cried aloud: ‘Lo! they are saved by a 
woman. When these men were sinking in an ocean 
of distress, this peerless Princess, unequalled by 
any of her sex for beauty and wit, hath, like a boat, 
brought them to shore.” 

Then Bhima bursting with wrath, became by 
reason of his looks, like the God of Death himself 
at the time of universal destruction ; but Arjuna 
pacified him saying : 

“Stay in silence and in peace. I will reckon 
with this man in the days to come.” 

So the five brothers passed out of the Crystal- 
Arched Palace and mounting their cars prepared 
to depart for Indraprasta. 


CHAPTER XII 


HOW THE PANDAVA PRINCES WERE EXILED FOR 
THIRTEEN YEARS 


Now, no sooner had the five heroes, led by proud 
Princess Dropadi left the Crystal-Arched Palace 
than Duryodana and his brothers, Karna and 
Shakuni took counsel how best to prevent their 
enemies from returning to Indraprasta none the 
worse for Yudistra’s game at dice. So, having 
settled on their plan, they sought King Dritarasta, 
and craftily began to raise his fears for the future. 
The Pandavas, they said, were greatly incensed. 
Without doubt they had been grossly insulted. 
Was it likely that warriors of their prowess would 
forgive the outrage done to fair Dropadi? On the 
contrary nothing but deadly war could be expected. 
Even now, as he drove homewards on his car, 
Arjuna was gripping hard the mighty Gandiva 
bow, gifted him by Indra, the bow whose twanging 
was as the roar of the storm wind, whose strength 
sent thousands of shafts, east, west, north, south. 
And Bhima was whirling his mace, and what that 
could do, all knew. 

Truly to let these heroes pursue their home- 
ward way was but to court a deadly war! Far 
better to face the danger. Far better to decide at 
once and forever without bloodshed, whether the 
Pandavas or the Kauravas were to come upper- 
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most. So let Yudistra be once more summoned by 
the King to the gaming table. As soldier of the 
nee he could not refuse, and let the stake be 
this : 

They who lost were to go into exile for 
thirteen years, twelve of which were to be spent 
in pathless forests and forlorn wastes, and the last 
in some city amongst their fellow-mortals ; but 
if during the last year they were discovered and 
recognised, then should the exile begin all over 
again. 

“Tis they or we,’ said Duryodana craftily ; 
“ therefore it is fair.’’ 

And Dritarasta, ever veering with the last 
counsellor, consented ; so a royal messenger was 
sent after the five heroes to bid Yudistra come 
and cast the dice once more. 

Now though by his intelligence Yudistra knew 
full well the deception practised by Shakuni, he 
replied quietly: ‘“‘ By the command of the old 
King, I return, and this is certain—whether I 
play or do not play, what Fate wills cometh to 

ass. 
7 So proudly he retraced his steps accompanied 
by his brothers, and, entering the Crystal-Arched 
Palace found Shakuni waiting for him surrounded 
only by his friends ; for Bhishma and Vidura and 
Kripa and Drona knew naught of this new plan. 

Then Shakuni cried aloud: ‘“‘ Hast come to 
cast the dice, O Yudistra, King of Indraprasta ? ”’ 

And Yudistra seating himself again on the blue 
carpet embroidered with lotus leaves replied 
calmly : 

“Yea! I have come, since no King summoned 
by another can refuse with honour. Therefore 
cast them! What is the stake? ”’ 

“Not wealth nor treasure,” said Shakuni, 
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rattling the dice, ‘‘ but this—either defeated we 
Kauravas dwell in exile living the life of anchorites 
in the woods and wastes for twelve long years, 
passing the thirteenth year unrecognised in some 
inhabited city ; or you Pandavas, defeated by us 
shall do likewise. If recognised during the thir- 
teenth year, another twelve years’ exile to be the 
consequence; but if unrecognised, then at the 
end of the thirteen years, the exiles’ Kingdom to be 
honourably restored to the owners. For this 
stake, O Yudistra, cast the dice with me if thou 
be not afraid.”’ 

Then Yudistra, calm and just, replied: “ Yea! 
cast the dice, since Kings fear not Fate!’’ And 
even the friends of Duryodana seeing his stern 
face and the faces of his four brothers, said hastily 
amongst themselves : 

“This bodes no good—either way in fourteen 
years revenge will come.”’ 

But Shakuni casting the dice deceitfully said 
once more: ‘‘Lo! I have won!” 

Then the five heroes stripping themselves of 
their royal robes and armour, dressed themselves 
in deerskins and prepared to depart into the woods 
and the wastes; and Dropadi, discarding her 
jewels and her robes prepared to follow them ; but 
one of the Kaurava Princes said jeeringly : 

“OQ fairest fair! What joy will be thine, 
O Dropadi, when thou dost see thy dearest dears 
wandering forlorn in threadbare rags like beggars ? 
Why shouldst thou longer wait upon these fallen 
sons of Pandu? Lo! Choose a husband from 
amongst us. We are all forbearing, self-controlled. 
We will not stake thee at a game of dice.” 

Hearing this, Bhima, flaming with wrath, swore 
an oath that in the years to come he would drink 
the speaker’s heart’s blood. 
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But Arjuna, restraining him, said quietly: 
“On the fourteenth year from this day we will 
begin. Thou shalt slay Duryodana, I will slay 
Karna, and the Twins will rid the world of all 
thetrest. "So be it!” 

And with that they went on their way leaving 
turmoil behind them, since half Hustinapura was 
angered and grieved because of their departure. 

And Vidura going to the King, spoke thus: 
“OQ unwise King! What hast thou done? 
Thou hast sown enmity and will reap war. Lo! 
the virtuous Yudistra goes covering his face 
with his cloth so that he should not burn the world 
with his angry eyes. And Arjuna scatters sand 
grains as he goes to avoid sending forth the 
million arrows of the Gandiva bow. And Bhima 
stretching out his mighty arms, sayeth to himself: 
‘ How long ! How longere Icanuse them?’ And 
they have Krishna—the mighty Krishna on their 
side = 

Then Bhishma, old, grey, silent yet ever loyal, 
spoke sadly: ‘“‘Lo! they have more than 
Krishna! They have Fate. O King Dritarasta, 
grandson of my father Shuntanu, I am sworn to 
thee so long as thou art King ; so willI fight for 
thee even against Fate. Yet naught will avail, 
and the whole race of the Kurus will be slain. So 
pent: 

Now when the five heroes had retired to the 
forests and wastes, and clad in deerskins began to 
lead the life of saints, Krishna came to them in hot 
haste, urging them to fight at once instead of 
waiting for thirteen years ; but Yudistra ever just, 
ever true to his word, said : 

“Not so. Ihave promised. Besides who can 
tell but that, repenting him of the evil, Duryodana 
will do justice when the time of probation is over 
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and restore us our Kingdom. If so, it will be 
peace, not war.” 

Then Krishna returned to his Kingdom, and 
the Pandavas, choosing a spot beside a lakeabound- 
ing in birds and deer and decked with manyflowers, 
settled down to pass their twelve years of exile. 

Now after a time Arjuna, reflecting that his 
enemies the Kauravas had had the same tutors as 
he had had, and that therefore they should 
know as much about the art of warriorship as he 
did, set himself to acquire more from the very 
gods themselves. To this end he practised great 
austerities, and finally, gaining favour with the 
Great God Indra, was taken by him to the celestial 
mansions where he lived for five years. Now ere 
he returned the Great God gifted to him his celes- 
tial weapon: the javelin that can be hurled by 
the mind. And Yama the Lord of Death gave him 
his mace, against which none can stand, and the 
Lord of Treasures bestowed on him his favourite 
weapon, endued with such energy and splendour 
that ever it sendeth the foe to sleep. Now for 
five long years Arjuna rested and sported in the 
celestial mansions, learning the while many celes- 
tial arts, dancing with the nymphs of dawn, and 
singing to the music of the spheres. 

So, well pleased, Arjuna returned at last to 
his brethren and lived with them till the twelve 
years were over. And during this time the King- 
dom of Hustinapura waxed strong and mighty, 
for Karna helping Duryodana was a host in himself. 

Now when the thirteenth year of exile had 
begun Duryodana sent out his spies, east, south, 
west, and north to seek for and discover the sons 
of Pandu ; but though they searched the solitary 
wildernesses and the teeming cities, no trace of 
them was to be found, 
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Then Duryodana, ill-pleased, ordered that other 
spies abler and more cunning should go forth, them- 
selves well disguised, and wander through swelling 
Kingdoms and populous provinces, prying into 
assemblies of the learned and searching in shrines. 

Then Bhishma spoke saying: ‘ O Duryo- 
dana, be wise in time! Evil can never befall 
those heroes. Thou canst not discover them and 
if thou didst, what then ? Even now, at this last 
hour behave honestly by them. Thus alone lies 
safety.” 

But they laughed at him as old man, and he, 
knowing it was Fate and that the Great War must 
come, was silent. 

Now, all this time the five heroes and Dropadi 
were living disguised in the Rajah of Virata’s 
house. For Yudistra, representing himself as a 
learned man, Kunka by name, skilled in dice and 
fond of chess, had become a courtier entertaining 
the King by moving pawns of many hued ivory 
upon inlaid boards, and shaking red and black 
dice in a silver cup. And when he was asked of 
the past he would say: 

“Tlearnt of Yudistra who lost his Kingdom by 
gambling.”’ 

Then Bhima, fond as ever of good food, had 
chosen to be cook, and made curries for the King 
so toothsome that he excelled all other cooks and 
gratified the monarch. And when he was ques- 
tioned as to his past he would say : 

“Lo! I was cook to King Yudistra who needeth 
my services no longer.”’ 

And Arjuna laughingly had said: “Lo! I 
learnt to dance in Indra’s Heaven and I can sing 
and play all instruments. So being slender, I 
will unman myself, wear bangles on my armsto hide 
the bowstring scars, a pigtail down my back and 
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pass as a teacher of dancing, who hath no man- 
hood. Thus, living in the inner apartments, with 
the women-folk, none could recognise me as 
Arjuna, the foremost bowman of theage. And if 
any question me I will say: ‘I lived as servant 
to Dropadi.’ ”’ 

And on this Dropadi had answered with 
laughter: ‘‘Lo! Then will I go as hairdresser to 
the Queen, so that I may keep an eye on thee.” 

Then Nakila, because horses were ever dear 
to him, became groom, and Sahadeva took ser- 
vice as milkman. So having hung their weapons 
in safe hiding upon a mighty rosewood tree, they 
all lived happily and unrecognised in the Rajah 
of Virata’s house. 

Now it so happened that the Commander-in- 
Chief of the Virata army, a handsome man of 
renowned skill in war, seeing Dropadi of dense 
curling hair and eyes like a blue lotus leaf in the 
royal palace, fell in love with her, and after a 
while offered her insult ; whereupon Bhima, ever 
hot-tempered, avenged the rudeness by secretly 
tearing the culprit limb from limb. 

Thus the Virata army being left without a 
head, his ever watchful spies brought the news 
to Duryodana saying : 

““ Now is the time to attack the King of Virata 
when there is no Generalissimo. And as for those 
others, the sons of Pandu, of a surety they must 
have been eaten by wild beasts since not one trace 
of them can we find.”’ 

So Duryodana summoning his army and fur- 
nishing it with every sort of accoutrement, every 
sort of death-dealing machine, marched in his 
thousands on Virata. Now the King of that place, 
well aware that his warriors were disorganised, 
pressed into his service every likely man who 
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could draw a bow or wield asword. Thus Yudis- 
tra the courtier, and Bhima the cook, and Nakila 
the groom and Sahadeva the milkman, found 
themselves once more with arms in their hands ; 
only Arjuna, the teacher of dancing, with his 
bangles on his arms and his pigtail hanging down 
his back, was not judged sufficient man to be 
worthy of weapons, so he remained behind, eating 
his heart out in the inner apartments. 

Now so well did the four Pandu heroes fight 
that the whole Kuru army fled in fear ; whereupon 
the King of Virata returning to his capital for a 
while, honoured these four heroes in every way, 
promising them still greater rewards when complete 
victory was assured and so, taking them with him, 
set forth to continue the battle in another quarter. 

Now Duryodana, though wicked and deceit- 
ful beyond compare, was also a good general, so, 
seeing the city of Virata left defenceless he took 
the opportunity of swooping down on it and carry- 
ing off sixty thousand of its finest cattle. 

Then arose a fine turmoil in the city. The 
ministers of the Crown set to work at once to raise 
some kind of an army and even the womenfolk 
helped to prepare for rescue. Now the Heir- 
Apparent of the Kingdom was still a lad and 
having shown no aptitude for warfare, had been 
left behind; but he was now told that he must lead 
the way. Whereupon, with many protestations 
of manly courage and prowess, he put forward the 
excuse that he had no charioteer fit for the duty. 
But for that he would perform wonders. Hearing 
this excuse made, Arjuna, eating his heart out 
in pigtail and bangles, repaired straightway to 
Dropadi, saying : 

“Let the Queen know, I pray you, that I am 
capable of driving a chariot,” 
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So Dropadi, while she was dressing hair, told 
this to the Queen saying she had known the teacher 
of dancing in former service, where he had driven 
the car of the great warrior Arjuna. The Queen, 
however, seemed not willing to thus smooth the 
way for battle to her son, but the Princess, she 
who learnt dancing, was of a different mettle ; 
and that damsel of slender make and graceful 
limb, her waist encircled with a zone of pearls, 
her eyelashes well curved, her fine teeth gleaming, 
hastily repaired, like a flash of lightning rushing 
through dark clouds, to the dancing hall where 
the strong-armed son of Pandu lodged in dis- 
guise. 

“O teacher of dancing,” she cried, “come 
quick and drive the chariot of my brother so that 
folk may say: ‘Lo! he is possessed of great 
courage.’ ”’ 

Then Arjuna, glad of heart, pretended to be 
bashful, saying, ‘‘ What ability have I for such 
work? Lo! my Princess! Command rather a 
song or a dance.” 

But the Princess would not be denied. “‘Lo!”’ 
she said. ‘“‘ Be thou singer or dancer, yet shalt 
thou hold the reins of my brother’s chariot as the 
hairdresser saith thou didst those of Arjuna the 
hero! So garb thyself with these.” 

Then for fun, Arjuna pretended ignorance of 
armour or accoutrements, and the large-eyed 
maiden seeing him strive to put on a coat of mail 
upside down, burst into loud laughter. Yet could 
shenot help seeing how well a warrior’s garments 
befitted him even though he still wore a pigtail 
and bangles, and womanish robes: so as she and 
her maidens watched the chariot start, she cried 
aloud : 

“O teacher of dancing, bring us back fine 
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cloths for the dressing of our dolls when ye have 
vanquished the Kurus and redeemed the cattle.”’ 

But the Heir-Apparent’s face was pale, though 
he bade his charioteer drive speedily, as he was 
hurried to achieve victory and return to the 
capital. 

So, indued with the speed of the wind and 
decked with necklaces of gold, those steeds, urged 
by that lion amongst men, seemed to fly through 
the air. 


CHAPTER XIII 
HOW THE CATTLE WERE RESCUED 


Now at last the army of the Kurus showed on the 
horizon like a forest of innumerable trees moving 
in the sky; but at the first sight of them the 
Heir-Apparent, fainting with fear, cried aloud: 

““O charioteer, cease to advance !”’ 

On this Arjuna answered him scornfully: ‘‘ En- 
hance not the joy of thy foes by looking pale! 
Didst not say, ‘Take me to the Kauravas ?’ 
Well! I take thee, of a surety, yonder where the 
flags fly, where the enemy stand prepared to fight 
for the cattle, like hawks for meat. Lo! e’en 
the women will laugh at thee if thou returnest 
without a blow.”’ 

Then the Heir-Apparent, cowering at the 
bottom of the car, began to whimper : 

““O teacher of dancing! Be not so brave! 
Let the Kurus take the cattle! Let the women 
laugh! Let the city be a desert! Let me stand 
afeared before brave men; but let there be no 
battle. I pray thee cease to advance! ”’ 

But Arjuna paid no heed, and drove on. 
After a while, however, looking back, he saw 
that the much-affrighted Prince had jumped 
from the car, and, sacrificing honour and pride, 
had begun to flee. Seeing this Arjuna followed 
him swiftly, his red robes under his coat of mail 
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fluttering, his pigtail, under his armoured casque, 
streaming behind him, and seizing the miserable 
boy by the hair dragged him back, saying : 

“Lo! Death in battle is better than flight from 
fear. Take thou the reins, I will fight for thee ! 
But first drive me to yonder rosewood tree 
that I may get my weapons.” 

Now the Kuru soldiers seeing Arjuna’s flight 
after the cowardly boy, and noting his fluttering 
garments and streaming pigtail, began to laugh ; 
but they did not laugh long, since, ere they had 
finished, a sound that froze the marrow in their 
bones rent the air. It was a sound which filled 
foes with fear, and enhanced the courage of 
friends, a sound which seemed to split the moun- 
tains and echo out to every region of the earth. 

And hearing it the Kuru ranks turned pale, 
and trembled, saying: ‘‘ That of a surety is the 
conch of Arjuna! This is war indeed!” 

And hearing it, the affrighted Prince sank to 
the bottom of the car, whimpering: ‘“‘ Hold! 
Enough! Sound it not again, O terrible one!” 

But Arjuna laughed and said: ‘‘ Stand firm 
thou! Press thy feet close and hold tight to the 
reins, for lo! I blow it again.” 

Now when that second blast rang out, shatter- 
ing the skies, Drona the preceptor who stood be- 
hind the Kuru ranks said, “ Yes! it is Arjuna! 
He hath been in hiding, disguised.”’ 

Then Karna, laughing scornfully, cried: “ If 
it be he, let him come! Ye who fear can go with 
the cattle. I will stay and fight.” 

On this Bhishma, old, grey, wise, said: ‘‘O 
Karna, thy heart ever inclineth to war, yet would 
peace be better. The sons of Pandu would prefer 
death to falsehood. They have performed what 
was required of them faithfully. Full thirteen 
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years have sped. Therefore decide, O Duryodana 
between peace and war, remembering that never 
in my long life have I seen a battle on which either 
foe could say truly, ‘ We are sure to win.’ ”’ 

Then Duryodana, his brows meeting in a 
frown, said: ‘“‘ Never, O Grandsire, will I give 
back their Kingdoms to the Pandavas. Therefore, 
if this indeed be Arjuna, prepare ye for war.”’ 

Now just at that moment Arjuna twanged 
the famous Gandiva bow, and the quiver of the 
sound filled earth and sky, and two arrows golden- 
feathered, long-shafted, fell like meteors, the one 
gently touching Bhishma the Grandsire’s foot, 
the other resting softly on Drona’s, the pre- 
ceptor’s. And both the old men, stooping, took 
the arrow and put it into their quivers saying 
softly : 

“Yea! It is Arjuna! These be his arrows. 
So he saluteth old friends and teachers ere begin- 
ning the fight.” 

And, after that, the sky was darkened with 
javelins and darts, and the birds fled from their 
nests in the trees, and the vultures and kites 
wheeling over the battlefield portended slaughter, 
and the ranks of the fierce bowmen of the Kurus 
looked like masses of storm-clouds; but, like 
the wind ranging at will that scattereth the driven 
clouds and sweepeth away the fallen leaves, so 
did Arjuna range over the field of battle driving 
his foes before him. Then seeing the offender 
Karna he furiously attacked him, covering him 
with a hail of keen crescent-shaped arrows. Yet 
Karna, counteracting these shafts by his own, 
burst forth into full view like a blazing fire, and 
filled the atmosphere with the sound of his bow- 
string. So the two heroes, stationed on their 
cars, creating clouds of keen-edged arrows, looked 
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like the Sun and the Moon in the season of rain. 

Yet in the end Karna receiving a sharp and 

eae arrow in the breast, left the combat and 
ed. 

And Arjuna fought also with Duryodana, and 
Kripa, and Drona, worsting them all; then 
seeing Bhishma the Grandsire on guard, he drove 
his car close to him, knowing that he waited for an 
encounter. So there followed the most wonderful 
warring of celestial weapons that ever was seen, 
at which the spectators stood verily appalled. 
Then, using terrestrial weapons, they fought again, 
and their shafts, striking against shafts, shone 
in the air like fireflies in the rainy season, so that 
the surrounding soldiers were incapable of even 
looking at the warriors, who were like the midday 
Sun blazing in the sky; for both were equal in 
feats of heroism, and both difficult of being 
vanquished in battle. 

Then once again Arjuna resorted to celestial 
weapons, and taking up another conch of loud 
blare, he blew it with force, and the shivering 
sound of it filled earth and sky with long, rolling 
murmurs like distant thunders. 

And lo! all the foemen stood still, their bows 
dropping from their hands in magic sleep, their 
frowns fading to content in their eagerness to rest ; 
and Arjuna remembering his promise to bring fine 
cloths for the maidens’ dolls, bade his young 
charioteer descend and strip the royal robes from 
Duryodana and Karna. 

“But touch not Bhishma who stands beside 
the pole of his car,’’ he said, “‘ for methinks he is 
not quite asleep, and he knoweth how to counteract 
the charm.”’ 

So the young Prince passed Bhishma warily, 
and doing as he was bid, returned to the chariot 
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bearing an armful of royal robes. Then the four 
handsome white steeds with flanks adorned by 
golden arrows bore Arjuna away victorious from 
the field of battle. 

Now as they went, Duryodana awoke from 
sleep and seeing them cried angrily to Bhishma, 
who still stood leaning on the pole of his 
chariot : 

“Why didst let him escape—even now prevent 
him—thou hast celestial weapons.”’ 

But Bhishma only smiled sadly. “‘ To what 
end? ’’ he said. ‘‘ Where are thy royal robes, 
O King? Think of what might have been when 
thou and thine renounced weapons in unconscious- 
ness! Give thanks that Arjuna is not as thou art. 
He does no dastard’s deed upon a fair battlefield, 
for his soul inclineth not to evil. Therefore let 
be, since but for his virtue, we had all been slain. 
So be wise. Know, therefore, thine own good. 
Return thou to Hustinapura repentant, and let 
Arjuna return whence he came victorious.”’ 

On this Duryodana became silent, and for once, 
accepting the Grandsire’s advice, turned him 
round and with all his army began to retire. 

Seeing this, Arjuna halted his steeds, and 
fitting beautiful many-hued arrows to his bow, 
saluted with them the feet of Bhishma and Drona 
and Kripa; but with one other shaft he broke 
into fragments Duryodana’s crown all set with 
precious gems. 

So having reached the city gates, Arjuna 
said to the young Prince, his charioteer: ‘“‘ Say 
naught of me and of my deeds; nor will I say 
aught of thine. To thee the glory of the 
victory.” 

Saying this he set aside his weapons and 
returned, in his pigtail and feminine, fluttering 
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clothes, to the dancing hall, and presented the 
royal robes to the Princesses for their dolls. 

Then they all extolled their brother’s 
bravery, but Dropadi, dressing the Queen’s hair, 
smiled. 


CHAPTER XIV 
HOW THE PANDUS PRAYED FOR PEACE 


Now the news of the rescue of the kine spread 
through the city like wildfire, and the young 
Prince was overwhelmed with congratulations. 
The citizens, holding auspicious emblems and 
many with cymbals and trumpets and conches 
in their hands, went forth to meet him, and 
beautiful women attired in gorgeous robes, and 
reciters of pedigrees accompanied by minstrels, 
drummers, and other musicians lined the streets 
to welcome this Prince of immeasurable prowess, 
who, sprinkled with sweet perfumes, and decked 
with garlands of flowers, slowly entered the city 
and repaired to the palace. 

Now all this the young man accepted, if with 
downcast head; but when his father the King, 
who had but just returned victorious with the four 
Pandu heroes, fell on his neck and embraced him 
as true warrior, he could stay no longer, and being 
truthful enough, though by nature timid, he fell 
at the King’s feet and cried : 

“Not mine the deed, O my father!” Yet 
remembering that Arjuna had enjoined silence, he 
did not say that praise belonged to the teacher of 
dancing, but continued in this fashion—‘“ Lo ! 
a celestial being helped me. I only drove the car. 
Afterwards he disappeared.” 
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Then wonder arose as to who the celestial 
being might be, and whether he would again 
manifest himself. And Dropadi listened smilingly, 
and the four brothers smiled also, feeling sure the 
celestial could be none other than Arjuna their 
brother. 

Thus, having that same evening convinced 
themselves of this, it seemed to the five brothers 
that the time had come for disclosing who they, 
in good sooth, were. So next morning, having 
bathed and attired themselves in spotless white 
raiment adorned with such ornaments as they had 
hidden in the tree, they repaired, with their 
weapons in their hands, to the reception hall; 
where, seating themselves proudly in the seats 
reserved for Kings, they awaited the Rajah of 
Virata’s coming to give audience. 

Now when he arrived, the latter, immediately 
filled with anger, said sharply to Yudistra: ‘‘O 
player of dice! how darest thou occupy a royal 
seat 2” 

But Arjuna rising and performing a most grace- 
ful salutation, replied, jestingly: ‘‘ Because he 
deserveth to occupy the same seat as the Great 
God Indra, being superior to everybody on earth 
in intelligence. O Lord of men, listen! This 
one’s virtues cannot be enumerated, for he is none 
other than Yudistra, of the race of Pandu, 
King of Indraprasta. And this one, thy cook, 
is that Bhima of mighty arms and irresistible 
impetus. And yonder sits Sahadeva the keeper 
of thy cattle, and Naktla thy groom. As for me, 
I am Arjuna, teacher of dancing—and sometime 
warrior !”’ 

Then the Heir-Apparent cried with joy: 
“Yea! Yea! Father, this is the celestial being ! 
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This is he who vanquished the Kauravas and 
rescued the kine!” 

On this there was great rejoicing, and the whole 
Court joined in feasting the five heroes ; but they, 
knowing they had come to a parting of the ways, 
consulted with each other how best they might 
recover their Kingdom without bloodshed. 

So, having taken the advice of other Kings, 
they sent an envoy to the Court of Dritarasta with 
this message : 

“The five sons of Pandu the King, having 
duly passed their thirteen years of exile without 
discovery, claim that portion of the Kingdom to 
which they are by law entitled, and which they 
were promised.” 

Now Dritarasta, ever of two minds, and 
anxious to put off decision gave no certain reply ; 
but bade the messenger return saying that Dri- 
tarasta the King would shortly send an envoy to 
parley with the sons of Pandu whom he held as 
dear as his ownsons. Yet did not this impose on 
either side, since all knew in their hearts that 
Fate had ordered the Great War. Thus Arjuna 
at once set off to Krishna’s city in order to en- 
gage his friend to help them; and Duryodana, 
learning of this from his spies, immediately set 
off for that same city to plead his own cause. So 
through the night and through the day those 
two cousins, with equal claim of blood-relationship 
with the mighty Krishna, urged their fine horses 
possessing the speed of the wind onwards and ever 
onwards; but Duryodana’s were the swiftest 
steeds, so it came to pass that he was the first to 
arrive in the city of Dwaraka. And Krishna 
slept, for it was night. 

Now Duryodana being the first to enter the 
royalchamber followed his usual proud disposition, 
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and passing by the sleeper, sate himself down, 
to await Krishna’s awakening, on the royal seat 
beside the head of the bed. But Arjuna, coming 
in afterwards, stood at the foot thereof joining his 
hands as if inentreaty. So the dawn broke, and 
Krishna awaking, his eyes fell first upon Arjuna, 
then turning he saw Duryodana and greeted 
him. Then Duryodana said : 

“Lo, Krishna, I was the first to come! 
We are both equally your relatives. Therefore 
lend me your aid in accordance with the rule that 
the first come hath prior claim.”’ 

At this Krishna of supreme intelligence smiled 
and replied: “‘ Because thou camest first and I 
saw him first I will lend assistance to both; but 
Arjuna, being youngest, hath, by the rules of our 
race, first choice. Therefore let him choose be- 
tween these two. On the one side a million of 
my picked warriors, on the other myself alone and 
unarmed, resolved not to fight against my kin.”’ 

Then Arjuna said hastily: ‘Lo! I choose 
Krishna alone, unarmed, resolved not to fight 
against his kin ; since friendship is the strongest 
weapon in the world!” 

But Duryodana, mightily pleased, chuckled 
at Arjuna’s foolishness, and gladly took the army 
of a million tried warriors. 

Now, afterwards, Krishna, rising and attired 
in his saintly yellow robes, said to Arjuna: “‘ Was 
there no other reason for thy selection, O my 
friend:2>” 

Whereupon Arjuna laughed and replied: 
“Yea! Verily! Thou art an illustrious person in 
this world, cousin, and thy renown goes with thee. 
So I, also suitor for fame, desired to have thee for 
my charioteer! Dost see?” 

At this Krishna laughed also and said: “So 
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thou dost measure thyself by my renown! Of a 
truth thou art bold; yet willI be thy charioteer.”’ 

So the two friends, hand in hand, came back 
to Yudistra and awaited the answer of the 
Kauravas. 

Now when it came, Yudistra the Just and 
Reasonable, blazed up in wrath, for it was wily, 
pretending to be a plea for peace; and he 
said : 

“What words hath Dritarasta heard from me 
indicative of war that he apprehends it ? Who 
having any other alternative would wish to fight ? 
Who is so accursed by the gods that he should 
elect war when the matter can be settled by 
conciliation? Lo! I have said, ‘ Yield me my 
rightful Kingdom of Indraprasta or I will fight.’ 
But now from desire for peace and hatred of war, 
I say, ‘ Give us but five villages—we can carve a 
Kingdom for ourselves.’ Let there be content 
between us and our cousins. Let the Pandus sport 
with the Kauravas in merry laughter. Yet for- 
get not that I am fit for severity as I am for 
softness.” 

Now when Dritarasta received this message 
he was yet once more of two minds, but Duryodana, 
inflamed with desire for war, would not listen to 
counsels of peace, and Karna with set face said : 

“My purpose is to slay Arjuna; but I will 
slay all the sons of Pandu one by one_ Lo! I, 
alone, am competent to win victory.” 

Then Bhishma, old, grey and wise, rose and 
tebuked him saying: ‘It is written in the book 
of Fate that Arjuna shall deal death—aye! wel- 
come death—to me, Bhishma. And I am chief 
of the Kauravas, and when the chief is slain the 
tribe is slain. Therefore speak less boastfully. 
Krishna, who is as far superior to thee as the 
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heavens are above the earth, protects Arjuna ; 
therefore speak not so rashly, so foolishly.” 

On this Karna of hot temper flung down his 
weapons. “ Then will I wait and bide my time. 
When thou hast become quiet, O Grandsire, 
these others shall behold my prowess, but not till 
then! So, till thy death sets me free, farewell ! ”’ 

Saying thus he left the Court and went to his 
own house. 

And Bhishma, old and grey and wise, laughed 
aloud and said: ‘‘Lo! behold how the son of 
the charioteer keepeth his promise to slay the sons 
of Pandu !”’ 

But Duryodana, filled with anger, shouted: 
“So long as I live even that much of our land as 
can be covered with the point of a sharp needle 
shall not be yielded to the Pandavas.”’ 

Then Bhishma rose and said: “ This burden 
vast as the ocean will, O King, be taken up by me. 
Pledged as I am to protect the Kings of Hustina- 
pura I will fight for thee. Lo! I have thought 
of it for long years. Now the terrible encounter 
is at hand, the destruction of the whole race is 
inevitable. So be it. 

So, after this, preparations for battle were 
made, and the next morning, under a cloudless sky, 
the Kauravas, urged thereto by Duryodana set 
out against the Pandavas. And all of them were 
attired in white and decked with garlands. Thus, 
after pouring libations on the fire and being blessed 
by Brahmans, they raised their standards. 

And Yudistra with sorrow and regret, set out 
likewise for the plain where the battle was to be 
fought. 

And it was a wide sandy plain whereon many 
battles had been waged already, so that the sand 
thereof was drenched with the blood of thousands 
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and thousands of the tribe; therefore it was 
called the Field of Dead Kurus, and those who 
died thereon, fighting with courage, went straight 
to Indra’s high heaven. 


CHAPTER XV 
HOW THE GREAT WAR BEGAN 


Now, in the red dawning of the morrow, both 
armies, filled with joy, stood opposite each other 
addrest as for battle, like two oceans gently 
agitated by a coming storm. 

And the whole earth beside was empty of all 
save women and children by reason of those 
battalions on battalions of brave warriors. 

Then, first of all, the covenants of battle were 
drawn up, and watchwords settled, so that the 
combatants, being not misled, should know each 
other truly and fairly. 

And these were the covenants agreed upon by 
the leaders of both armies. 


I. That only those equally circumstanced 
might, fighting fairly, encounter each other. 

2. That if, after fighting fairly, either com- 
batant should withdraw, he must not be prevented 
or molested. 

3. That none who so left the ranks should be 
slain. 

4. That car-warriors must have car-warriors 
for antagonists, that a horseman should engage 
a horseman, a foot soldier a foot soldier. 

5. That, guided by due consideration of fitness, 
daring and might, one might strike the other 
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after notice given; but none must strike one 
unprepared or panic-struck. 

6. That one engaged with another, one seeking 
quarter, one retreating, one without armour, one 
whose weapon was rendered unfit, must never be 
struck. Neither should man or animals engaged 
in transport duties, or players on drums or blowers 
of conches. 


Thus the “Articles of Fair Warfare” being 
settled by common agreement, the Sun rose on the 
two armies, each looking resplendent like populous 
cities seen by sunset, all many-hued and bathed in 
golden dust-haze from the feet of thousands and 
millions. And, above the heads of those warriors 
who gazed at them, ardently longing for battle 
to begin, drooped hundreds and thousands of 
standards with staffs of gold. And these were em- 
broidered in countless devices and decked with 
gems that blazed like fire. 

Now in the van of one army was Yudistra in 
his golden chariot, mailed in gold like the Sun in 
his glory, and in the van of the other stood Bhishma 
the Grandsire stationed in a silver car, looking, 
with his white hair, white plume, white mail, 
like the new-risen Moon seen among clouds. And 
above him rose the standard that was ever in the 
van of fight, ever in victorious charge. And the 
standard was a golden palm tree. 

Now as they awaited the final signal to com- 
mence, a heavenly voice spoke warningly to Drita- 
rasta the King who, protected by guards, stood 
behind the ranks. 

And this is what it said. 

“Hear, O King, and listen. Great will be 
the slaughter of kinsfolk in this battle, and to 
kill one’s kinsfolk is ever a sin. Therefore, desist ! 
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Let the Pandavas have their Kingdom. Let the 
world have peace not war, so that it be not 
depopulated.” i 

But Dritarasta, as ever, weak and incapable 
of judgment, said only this: ‘‘ Surely this war 
has been ordained of old and they who fight in 
it fairly will obtain eternal peace.”’ 

Immediately after this the first conch for the 
attack sounded, and each army stirred ready for 
assault. 

But Yudistra the Just, he who was ever gentle 
and kind, descended quickly from his golden car 
and setting aside his mighty weapons and strip- 
ping himself of his golden mail, he left the ranks 
of his ownarmy, and unattended, unguarded, clad 
only in white robes of peace walked steadfastly 
towards the spear points of the Kauravas. 

Now, even his brothers knew not what was 
coming; but they also, descending from their 
chariots, followed him unarmed, determined to 
be with him where he went. And many of his 
own side thought he meant once more to plead 
for peace, and many of the other side deemed 
him coward and come to sue for mercy. 

But he, recking not at all what men might 
think and intent on his own desire, calmly pene- 
trated that hostile army bristling with arrows and 
darts, until he came to where the Grandsire stood 
in his silver chariot like to a white cliff for 
sternness. 

Then he bowed his head and touching the old 
warrior’s feet with his hands, said with love in 
his voice : 

“QO Grandsire, invincible and loyal! We 
salute thee, O Bhishma! And, O Bhishma, 
with thee would we do battle; therefore give us 
thy permission, thy blessing.”’ 
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Now on this, the Grandsire’s face became 
radiant like that bow in the clouds that spans sun- 
shine and storms. And he, too, said lovingly : 

“QO Son most dear! Hadst thou not come 
thus I would have cursed thee for bringing about 
thine own defeat. But now do battle and obtain 
victory if thou canst. Bound am I to thy foes 
by loyalty; therefore for them I fight. Yet, 
battle excepted, ask of me what thou dost desire.” 

So Yudistra with joined palms said thus: 
‘Tell us, O Grandsire, how in battle we shall 
vanquish thee who art invincible ? ”’ 

At this Bhishma smiled gravely. “‘Of a 
truth,’ he said, ‘“‘ I know none, not even the chief 
of the celestials himself, who can defeat me when 
I fight to the death.” 

Then Yudistra quickly answered thus: “ Yea, 
that is so; but how, O Grandsire, can thine 
own death be compassed ? ”’ 

And Bhishma gripped his bow hard and stood 
like a cliff. “‘ The time of my death I have not 
yet fixed. Come to me once again; then will I 
tell thee.” 

After this Yudistra and his brethren, having 
thus worshipped the aged One, returned to their 
own army, and taking up their weapons encased 
themselves in mail. 

And the second conch for the attack sounded, 
and both armies waited, eager for the third. 

Now Arjuna stood ready in his chariot with 
all his weapons terrestrial and celestial ; and 
Krishna was the charioteer thereof. And he was 
clad in white, unarmed; but a very god for 
glory. 

Then Arjuna said: “ O friend of mine, drive 
me foremost of all, so that I may see the warriors 
of both armies,” 
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And Krishna did so. 

And lo! everyone of those he saw were his 
friends, or his relations, or his well-wishers. Yea, 
everyone of them was as his father or his brother, 
his son or his preceptor. Then at the sight his 
courage melted, the mighty Gandiva bow slipped 
from his hand, and covering his face he cried 
bitterly : 

“OQ Krishna, friend of mine, advance no 
farther! Lo! I desire not sovereignty or vic- 
tory that is bought by the yielding up of life by 
these mine ancient friends. I desire not to slay 
—better were it to be myself slain unarmed and 
unavenging. Lo! I will not fight.” 

And with that he turned his face, wet with 
tears, from the foe. 

But Krishna, robed in white, unarmed, like 
a very god for wisdom, looked at him with clear 
eyes and said: 

““ Thou grievest where no grief should be. The 
wise mourn not the dead nor those that live. Nor 
you nor I, nor any of these here, ever was not. 
Nor shall they cease to be for ever and for ever. 
Think, O my friend. Thy childhood and thy 
youth, thy manhood, thine old age lie hid in this 
thy body, and there dwells within that shrine 
more lives than thou canst see. The soul was 
never born. It cannot die. Unchangeable, eter- 
nal, unassailable; fire doth not burn it, water 
doth not drown it. It cannot slay, it is not 
slain, but lives for ever. Yea! as a man casts 
off his robes outworn and taketh new ones, so 
the soul shall pass calmly to new inheritance when 
the body dies. Therefore, O friend of mine, be 
strong. Fight on undaunted asa soldier should, 
for lo! the destiny of all is death and to die well 
is life immortal.”’ 
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Hearing these deathless words, Arjuna was 
comforted, and regaining his courage took up his 
bow once more. 

Now at that moment Bhishma the Grandsire 
blew his conch. And a thousand conches an- 
swered it, and the blare of them, mingled with the 
sound of cymbals and drums and horns, filled 
earth and heaven. 

Then the mighty car-drivers uttered a tre- 
mendous shout and both armies advanced with 
cheerful hearts, each desirous of the other’s defeat 
and death. So the awful twang of resounding 
bowstrings ceased not for a second, and the blazing 
arrows shot through the air like meteors, and the 
Sun itself was shrouded by the dust raised by the 
combatants ; for the encounter of the two hosts 
was fierce beyond compare, and no difference 
could be perceived between one side or the other 
in battling, or in retreat, or in rallying. 

Now Bhishma, wielding a bow that resembled 
the Rod of Death, rushed against Arjuna armed 
with the Gandiva; but, peerless bowmen both, 
neither could make the other waver, so they 
passed on to lesser foemen. Then so fierce was 
the combat that the son recognised not the sire, 
and the father recognised not the son whom he had 
begotten. And brother fought against brother 
as if they were demons and desirous of taking the 
other’s life. And horsemen on chargers of ex- 
ceeding speed with outstretched tails resembling 
the plumes of wild swans, leaping high in the 
air, cut off with one stroke the heads of car- 
men in their cars. And the sabres steeped in 
human blood of brave combatants rushing to 
their doom shone bright in the sunlight. Now in 
that frightful battle in which none considered 
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safety, the divisions of the Pandavas approaching 
Bhishma began to waver, and Bhishma on his 
silver car, graced with that banner of a palm tree 
with five stars, showed like the Moon under the 
peak of Mount Sumaru. 

Then Arjuna’s best beloved son, a youth of 
tender years but considerable prowess, stationed 
on a car to which were yoked excellent steeds of a 
tawny colour, attacked his Great Grandsire furi- 
ously, and with one well-considered bow-shot 
from his bow drawn toa circle, cut down the tall 
standard decked with gems whereon was blazoned 
a golden palm tree and five stars. And Bhishma, 
seeing his valour and his youth, smiled at him 
and said: 

“Lo! little lad, torn from thy mother’s breast 
so soon, I strive not with children! ”’ 

So saying he turned away, for at the moment 
a trucesounded. But when that passed, the battle 
commenced once more, and it was terrific, making 
the hair to stand on end, for cars, and elephants, 
and horsemen, and foot soldiers, were all mixed 
up in confusion. Impetuous chargers bore hither 
and thither heroic riders in the prime of their 
youth, slain and hanging from their saddles, their 
bows still in their grip. With bright swords and 
quivers still full, hundreds of brave men deprived 
of life lay on the ground sleeping for ever the 
sleep of heroes. And the leaders of those armies, 
senseless with anger, fought furiously one with 
another, slaying their thousands and their tens 
of thousands. But Karna, the son of the charioteer 
did not fight at all; he was waiting for Bhishma 
the Mighty’s death ; and that hero was far from 
it. Of great energy he was incapable of being 
vanquished, and when the Sun set the last thing 
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that could be seen ere the forces withdrew for the 
night was the Grandsire, his bow ever drawn to a 
circle, standing in the battle front like a blazing 


fire without smoke. 


CHAPTER XVI 
TELLING FURTHER OF THE BATTLE 


Now the next morning with the first glimmer of 
light the battle began once more, and great was 
the slaughter. Yet ever it became manifest that 
the issues lay chiefly between Bhishma the Grand- 
sire, and Arjuna whom he had always loved as 
his own son. Now Duryodana seeing this, said 
to Bhishma : 

“Lo! see how that mighty son of Pandu 
cutteth down our troops; yet thou still livest. 
And it is for that, that Karna, who alone equals 
Arjuna in bowmanship, abstaineth from the fight 
though he is loyal well-wisher to me. Do that, 
therefore, O Son of Ganga Devi, by which Arjuna 
may be slain speedily.” 

This he said to urge on a combat to the death ; 
and so, truly, it was; but both combatants pos- 
sessing great might and great courage, each was 
the other’s match. Then folk began to say: 

“This battle is wonderful in all worlds ; for 
Bhishma is incapable of being conquered in com- 
bat by Arjuna, and that great horseman is 
incapable of being vanquished even by the gods. 
Therefore as long as this world lasts will this 
conflict continue.”’ 

And day after day the Sun rose red over the 
battlefield and day after day that field grew redder 

I 


130 A Tale of Indian Heroes 


and still more red by reason of the blood that was 
spilt. Yet day after day victory for either side 
quivered in the balance, and Duryodana, desirous 
ever of evil, grew impatient and upbraided 
Bhishma in these words: 

‘Lo! in thy heart of hearts thou favourest 
the five Pandus. Give way and let my faithful 
Karna lead my army.” 

At this the Grandsire’s forehead flamed with 
wrath and he replied: “Lo! ’tis thine own ill 
deeds that hinder victory. Even thy cunning 
cannot conquer a just and righteous cause. I 
fight as faithful warriors fight ; and will so fight 
until the end.”’ 

Now after this the fury of battle was surpassing 
great. Cars heaped on cars, elephants were over- 
thrown, horses dispersed, men slain in their thou- 
sands. Yea! the whole Field of the Kurus shook 
from end to end as by an earthquake and even 
the mighty Arjuna’s heart shook also for a time ; 
and that night darkness fell upon him cheerless. 

But yet once more a blood-red dawn found the 
Pandava host reformed for battle, and yet once 
more the battle raged fruitlessly, save for the 
harvest that Death reaped. 

Then once more Karna, bosom friend to Duryo- 
dana, questioned the old Grandsire’s fidelity, and 
once more Bhishma answered sternly : 

“Lo! long years ago I vowed a vow and that 
vow I keep so long as I live, yet is my time nigh 
spent.” 

Now on the eve of the tenth day of warfare, 
the Sun set in stormclouds so that the dread hour 
of twilight came fast and the battle could no 
longer be seen. Then King Yudistra, sick at 
heart of the useless slaughter, took counsel with his 
brothers and Krishna. And this is what he said : 
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“Lo! Bhishma is invincible, yet if he lives 
victory will never be ours. Let us therefore ask 
him once more for counsel ; for an agreement was 
made between us when he said, ‘I cannot fight 
for thee since in honour I must fight for Dritarasta. 
Yet if thou needest it I will give counsel.’ Let us 
therefore ask him for the means of his own death.”’ 

So when night set in that deprives all creatures 
of their senses, they, laying aside their armours 
and their weapons, repaired to Bhishma’s hut, and 
entering it, bowed their heads before him. Then 
Yudistra spoke: 

“O Mighty warrior who hast slain thousands 
and thousands in this battle, tell us how to 
vanquish thee.” 

And Bhishma sighed. ‘“‘So long as I live, O 
Son of Kunti, victory cannot be thine; but after 
I am slain all will be slain.” 

Then Yudistra with downcast head said: 
“Yea ! that we know ; but howare we to vanquish 
thee who art incapable of defeat, even by the 
gods themselves ? ” 

On this Bhishma, old and grey, but straight 
and strong and loyal, answered thus: “ Yea! 
save by mine own desire I cannot die. Yet is 
mine hour close at hand and I go cheerfully, for my 
time is spent. Dost remember, boys, the rhyme 
I taught ye long years ago of the soldier’s duty ?>— 


‘ With one who throws away his sword, 
With one who flieth for his life, 
With one who yields, with one who falls, 
I, as brave soldier, have no strife. 


‘ With woman, e’en with one who bears 
A woman’s name, I do not fight ; 
Nor with a low-bred, vulgar clown. 

I battle only for the right.’ 
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... With woman, e’en with one who bears a 
woman’s name, I do not fight! So be it. Now 
there is one amongst ye—a good car-warrior— 
who was brought up as woman. Wherefore, they 
know who didit. Yet is he foreordained to end 
my long life. And it hath been long. Lo! I 
was but a youth when Amva, Princess of Benares 
died cursing me, praying that she might be born 
again a man, to slay me for my cruelty. Yet I 
meant it not. And her prayers prevailed. Yea! 
she hath been born again as Sikhandin who, for 
long years was dressed as maiden, and called 
Sikhandini to save him, perchance, from the 
jealousy of the gods. Soitissometimes. Butlet 
Arjuna use this Sikhandin as shield for him, since 
then I will not strike. Thus can my death be 
compassed. There is no cause for grief, my sons. 
So hath it been ordained these long, long years. 
And I am weary of my oath.” 

Then with downcast faces the five heroes and 
Krishna returned through the shadows to their 
own tent. 

But Arjuna, burning with grief, his face 
suffused with shame, said: ‘‘I will not do this 
thing. Lo! as a child I climbed on to his lap 
all dusty and begrimed, and he welcomed me! 
I called him ‘ father ’ once and he replied, ‘ Not so.’ 
Oh, let the army perish! I will not slay the high- 
souled Bhishma thus.” 

“ Yet hast thou vowed to slay him!”’ replied 
Krishna. “‘Lo! this was settled by the gods 
long since. The eternal duty of the soldier is to 
slay his foes ” 

Now when the day broke Bhishma the Terrible, 
old, and stern, and grey, sent for Duryodéna and 
said to him: 

“Listen to my words—the last! Ere this I 
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have each day vowed to thee that, having slain 
ten thousand high-souled warriors, I would return. 
That vow have I fulfilled. To-day I make another. 
To-day I free myself from the debt I owe to thee— 
the debt arising out of the salt I have eaten at thy 
table. To-day I will either sleep myself, being 
slain, or the whole Pandava host will sleep the 
sleep without awakening. To-day I cast away my 
life at the head of the Kaurava army.” 

So saying he gave the orders for assault. 

Now, on that day, the tenth day of the battle, 
he drained the energy of the foremost of the car- 
warriors, like the Sun that sucketh up themorning 
dew with its rays. And thousands on thousands 
of brave men were slain. 

Now as the Sun was setting and the Plain of 
the Kurus, all littered with the dead, and rich in 
broken banners, looked like the Garden of Death, 
a heavenly voice said : 

“Withdraw thy heart from battle!” 

And Bhishma of unbroken vows withdrew it. 
For lo! Arjuna drew near ; but before him on his 
chariot stood Sikhandin. 

Then Bhishma of unblemished soul laughed 
aloud and cried: “‘ Lo! These arrows that cut me 
to the quick like the cold of winter are not Sik- 
handin’s—they are Arjuna’s! These whose touch 
is like Heaven’s bolt—these are not Sikhandin’s 
—they are Arjuna’s! Save him, there is none 
other who can give me pain—yet welcome pain! 
It is Arjuna’s! ”’ 

So saying he took up a sword and a shield, 
and dismounting from his car, dealt death to many. 
But Sikhandin he would not strike because he had 
borne a woman’s name, and because the Princess 
Amva had so willed it. 

Then like the whirlpool that lies where the 
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Sacred River is wedded to the Ocean the opposing 
troops met and struck. 

And the Great Bhishma stood and fought ; 
till with his head to the east, facing the foe, he 
fell, just as the Red Sun was sinking. 

Now pierced all over with arrows his body 
touched not the ground at all ; but he lay there at 
rest, supported by them. Anda cool wind blew and 
a heavenly fragrance was diffused around the spot. 

Then smilingly the old man said, “I die not 
yet. It is not fit that I should yield up life’s 
breath when the Sun is in the southern solstice. 
Lo! I will proceed to mine own ancient abode 
when it reaches the sacred north; therefore ye 
assembled Kings, bring me I pray thee, a pillow 
for my head.” 

Then they brought him many excellent 
pillows, soft and of delicate fabric. But he 
desired them not, and looking at Arjuna said : 

“OQ son of mine! Give me such pillow as 
thou thinkest fit.” 

So Arjuna, with tears in his eyes, divining his 
thought, strung the Gandiva bow, and choosing 
three straight shafts, so shot them that they 
formed a rest for the old man’s head. 

So he was satisfied, saying, ““ Lo! the pillow 
becometh my bed. Here therefore will I rest 
till the Sun, in his car of great speed, passeth to the 
north. Then will I yield my life like a dear friend 
dismissing a dear friend.” 

Then they left him lying there upon the battle- 
field, and each returned to his tent sad at heart 
because Bhishma the Great, Bhishma the Loyal, 
Bhishma the Terrible, had fallen. 

But the Moon rose and the stars shone on the 
old, grey, stern face and found it peaceful; for 
he had kept his vow, he had done his duty. 
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Now in the night secretly, impelled by love and 
regret, came Karna the son of the charioteer, and 
seeing the illustrious one lying on his bed of 
arrows with closed eyes, fell at his feet, and kissed 
them saying in a voice full of tears: 

“O chief of all warriors, Iam but Radha’s 
son who before thine eyes was everywhere looked 
at by thee with hate, yet have I come to do thee 
reverence as true soldier.”’ 

Then the Aged One, whose eyes were dim 
with coming death, opened them and looked 
steadfastly at the man in the glory of his youth. 
So, glancing round to see they were alone, he 
raised his right arm and encircling Karna’s neck as 
a father embraceth a son, drew his head down 
beside hisown. So, close together, he spoke with 
a smile. 

“Truly thou art an opponent of mine who 
hath ever rightly challenged comparison with 
me. Hadst thou not come of thyself I would have 
sent for thee, since thou must know now what I 
have known for long. Yet could I not speak, 
being bound to Pandu and to his sons as to Dri- 
tarasta and his sons. But now my vow is fulfilled. 
Karna, thou art not Radha’s son. Thou art 
great Kunti’s, born in her father’s house, of Surya, 
the Sun god. Yea! itis true. Thouart of equal 
birth—nay ! higher birth than Arjuna. Yet wert 
thou born in silence and in secrecy—therefore 
insin. So hast thou had to suffer—so hast thine 
heart grown hard, hating even those of merit. 
O Karna! without reason hast thou hated thy 
maternal brothers the Pandavas—thou the eldest 
of them all! And I—lo! it was for this I was 
oft harsh to thee—to abate thine energy; for 
see you, child, thou resemblest a very god amongst 
men, In horsemanship thou equallest Arjuna 
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himself ; and for all other matters ? Lo, Karna, 
alone, as I did, wouldst thou havegone to Benares! 
Yea, yea! over the sand in my chariot with 
golden wheels. Aye! Aye! Alone wouldst thou 
have carried off the Princess Amva—as I did, 
crushing the resistance of Kings. 

“Yea! alone wouldst thou have done it, as I 
did—therefore I bear thee no malice. O Slayer 
of Foes! the Pandavas are thy brothers—they 
are the younger sons of thy mother, therefore 
fight not against them! Let hostilities die with 
me. Lo! if thou hast regard for me, Bhishma, 
whose long life has been but a dream, make peace 
in the world.” 

Then Karna, still embracing Bhishma as a 
son embraceth a father, said: ‘“‘O Sinless One! 
what thou sayest is known to me! Lo! Krishna 
told it me ere the battle began hoping to make 
me join with him. Yet before that I knew—yea, 
even when Dropadi twitted me with my low birth 
—that I was no charioteer’s son. Yea! I am 
Kunti’s eldest born. Yet she abandoned me, nor 
doth she now acknowledge me; therefore, Radha 
is my mother, Radha who holds me dear! O 
thou of loyal heart! am I not also bound 
to Duryodana who championed me, who raised 
me, unwitting of my proper rank? Lo! I dare 
not desert him now. They have great Krishna as 
their friend, their helper ; and I am Duryodana’s. 
Relying on him have I not ever striven to offend 
my brothers? Therefore must the quarrel take 
its course. None can defy Destiny. It is written 
that every Kuru shall die in this battle. So 
be it. That Arjuna is unconquerable, all know ; 
for this reason I fight. Yea, I am not capable of 
casting away the deep animosity I have for him, 
so with cheerful heart and keeping the duty of 
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my rightful order before mine eyes, I challenge 
him to death. There is no other way ; therefore 
O Loyal One, grant me thy permission so to do 
_ battle.” 

Then Bhishma, old and grey, and worn and 
wounded, lying onhis bed of arrows, sighed deeply 
and said: ““O Karna! Great are thy wrongs, 
therefore be it so. But fight, moved by the desire 
of Heaven, without anger, without vindictiveness : 
so shalt thou serve thy King as I have served 
mine. Freed from pride and relying on thine 
own courage, fight thou ; since a soldier can have 
no greater happiness than a righteous battle. 
And be not revengeful—that thou didst learn from 
low companions. What has been, is Fate—as it 
was even with me. Yea! it is Fate—I counselled 
peace ever ; but it was not written so.”’ 

So saying, Bhishma lay still upon his bed of 
arrows, and Karna, craving forgiveness for aught 
he might have done or said from anger or incon- 
siderateness, left him to the stillness of the night. 


CHAPTER XVII 
TELLING STILL FURTHER OF THE BATTLE 


Now all night long the voice of wild beasts howl- 
ing, and of women wailing over the brave men 
who had been slain, rose under the silent Moon and 
stars: yet when the red dawn broke the remnant 
that remained of the two hosts faced each other in 
battle array. But the Plain of the Kurus was 
wide, so there was room for the dead and for the 
living ; thus the fallen heroes lay in peace. 

Now at first the soldiers of the Kaurava host 
had called on Karna to lead them; and the cry 
“Karna! Karna!’ rose from every mouth. 
Yet the nobles craved one of better birth; so 
Drona the preceptor, Drona the Brahman, who 
was conversant with every weapon, terrestrial 
and celestial, was chosen. For though Karna had 
also knowledge, even of the mighty Brahma charm 
which none but a Brahman should know, he had 
gained it by guile and deceit. For he had pre- 
tended he was Brahman-born, in this wise. He 
had gone as disciple to the great god Rama, and 
by devotion and austere penances had beguiled 
that holy one into teaching him the charm. Now 
one night, Rama, being wearied, rested his head on 
his disciple’s lap and slept. And in the night a 
blood-drinking vampire crept up to Karna and 
fastened itself upon his thigh ; and Karna, afraid 
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to move lest he should disturb his preceptor, could 
neither kill the creature nor fling it aside. Thus 
he sate still, and though the pain became worse 
and worse, he bore it heroically without a quiver. 
But at last, when dawn broke, the great god was 
awakened by a warmcurrent of his disciple’s blood 
flowing over him and sate up looking about him ; 
and the instant his eyes fell on the loathsome 
creature, he knew it to be a demon; and the 
demon, seeing him at once, took devilish form and 
fled. Then Rama, perceiving his disciple to be 
sick with pain and faint with loss of blood said 
to him : 

“Thou art no Brahman! None but a soldier 
could thus bear pain. Have no fear; tell me who 
thou art.” 

Now this, happening in the days of Karna’s 
youth, he replied simply: ‘‘I am the son of a 
charioteer.”’ 

But Rama looking at him said: ‘ Neither is 
that the truth, though it matters not. Thou art 
not Brahman, and since thou hast learnt the 
Brahman’s charm, this curse shalt be thine: So 
long as thou fightest with thy inferiors in skill, 
thy memory shall hold the method. But in the 
great hour of prowess, if thou dost ever—if that 
be possible—meet thine equal in skill, memory will 
fade and pass.” 

Now it was after this that Karna had begun to 
suspicion that he was no charioteer’s son. And 
having never met his equal, the Brahma charm had 
remained with him. But now, matched against 
Arjuna, none could say but that it would flee. 
So Drona was chosen. The more so because, 
having been their preceptor, the five Pandu 
Princes dare do no battle with him personally. 

So for six long days the tide of battle ebbed 
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and flowed unceasingly ; and day after day the 
Field of the Dead Kurus grew larger, the field of the 
Living smaller. And, as he had reviled Bhishma 
for favouring the Pandavas, so Duryodana, ever 
a prey to suspicion and jealousy, began to revile 
Drona for showing a partiality towards his pupils. 
Now Drona had, of a truth, no desire to slay 
those whom he had taught ; therefore he said to 
Duryodana : 

“Lo! I will bring Yudistra in chains to thy 
feet if thou wilt engage Arjuna elsewhere ; 
but if he is guarding his brother, then would the 
very gods be incapable of the task.”’ 

Hearing this Duryodana, addressing his army, 
said: “‘Lo! which amongst ye, having lived his 
life of youthand manhood is ready to give himself 
utterly to duty? Which of ye having sons to 
take your place in this world, and desirous of 
obtaining those regions reserved for the supreme 
sacrifice of life, will take a sacred oath to slay 
Arjuna or die?” 

Then twenty thousand warriors, all of full age 
and strength, who had performed many sacrifices 
and who were blessed with children, devoted their 
souls to victory or fame, and, putting on robes of 
sweet kucga grass and wearing their bowstrings as 
girdles, purified themselves by separate fires, and 
vowed the vow for the slaughter of Arjuna. Then 
they summoned him in due form, and Arjuna, thus 
challenged, replied haughtily : 

“So be it! No soldier refuses a summons to 
conquer or to die.”’ 

Thus, bidding his brother Yudistra fly the 
field should he, during the time of absence, be 
attacked by Drona, he repaired to the southern 
position of the field, and the great battle of 
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twenty thousand to one began. Now those who 
had sworn to conquer or to die, full of joy had 
formed an array like to the shape of the Half 
Moon. Then Arjuna approaching in his car of 
gold, said to Krishna, his charioteer : 

“See how they smile when they should 
weep !”’ 

And Krishna replied: ‘“‘ Not so! They smile 
because they are about to obtain those excellent 
regions which are unattainable to cowards.” 

Then Arjuna took up his conch and filled all 
the points of the compass with its blare: and at 
the sound, like a cloud pouring showers or a flight 
of bees around a flowering tree, thousands of 
arrows shot into the air. And thirty of them, 
endued with the strength of adamant, struck 
Arjuna’s diadem. And with those straight shafts 
equipped with wings of gold surrounding his 
head, he shone like the new risen Sun. And 
great was the fight and mighty was the prowess 
displayed in that battle as it went on and on. 
Now, as time passed, Arjuna wearied of slaying 
his thousands, and bethought him of Yudistra’s 
danger; so, remembering the charm given him 
by the God of Wind, he gripped his Gandiva bow 
firmly, rubbed its string till it quivered and sung 
like a storm, and once again blew his prodigious 
conch. Thus launching the charm, in an instant 
the wind arose, and like a canopy of tawny silk, 
great clouds of dust sprang from the ground, 
obscuring the Sun and darkening all things. And 
thousands upon thousands of illusive forms in 
the likeness of himself and Krishna, his charioteer, 
started into being here, there, everywhere, so that 
those soldiers, sworn to conquer or to die, seeing 
them dimly, struck at them crying : 
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“Here is Arjuna! This is Krishna! Slay! 
Slay!” : 

So, seeing their arrows strike their aim, many 
uttered joyous shouts of victory and waved their 
garments. But, deceived by illusion they struck 
their fellows. Then the God of Wind, pitiful, 
swept thousands of them away to the blessed 
regions with their cars and steeds and weapons, 
as if they were the dry leaves of trees. And borne 
away by the storm they looked like flights of birds 
flying from destruction. And those warriors who 
continued fighting fell in thousands, so that the 
field of battle assumed an awful beauty in conse- 
quence of the slain, or those in course of being 
slain, of the fallen or those in course of falling, of 
those staying or in course of being whirled away to 
the regions of heroes. 

Now when Arjuna was thus furiously engaged, 
Drona at the head of his forces arrayed for battle 
rushed against Yudistra, and as a mass of clouds 
is dispersed in different directions by the winds, 
even so was Yudistra’s army dispersed by Drona. 
Now, only for a short while did that fight look 
beautiful and orderly; it soon became an en- 
counter of infuriate persons, in which no considera- 
tion was shown for anyone. 

So the battle went on, the warriors, unable to 
distinguish friend from foe, being guided by watch- 
words and by the rays of light from the Sun which 
seemed to fall and play upon their gems, upon their 
headgear, upon their necklaces, and upon their 
silvern and golden coats of mail. 

Thus the battle proceeded until, at Arjuna’s 
command, Krishna, leaving the field of the twenty 
thousand, urged his white steeds, covered with 
golden armour, towards Drona’s divisions. Now 
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on the way thither one valiant car-warrior after 
another challenged Arjuna to single combat, hoping 
thus to delay him ; and ever Arjuna accepted the 
challenge, according to the rule of his tribe. Now 
one of these possessed of the great Vaishnava charm 
flung it full at Arjuna’s breast, but Krishna in- 
tervening received it on his own where it changed 
into a triumphal garland. Then Arjuna, dis- 
tressed, said to Krishna: 

“Osinless One! Thou hast said thou wouldst 
do no battle—wherefore dost thou not keep thy 
promise? Am I not still standing? Am I not 
competent to vanquish all?” 

Then Krishna with a smile replied, ‘‘ Fear not, 
O truthful warrior. Lo! this weapon is mine 
by rights. It belongeth to me alone and was 
stolen from me. Therefore have I claimed 
ins 

On this Arjuna was satisfied and rushed 
to Yudistra’s aid, and putting forth all his prowess, 
turned the tide of battle ; and when both hosts 
were broken and mangled the warriors, bathed in 
blood, looked at each other, pausing, while the 
Sun went slowly to his chambers in the western 
hills. Then both the armies also retired slowly 
to their tents. 

Yet when the red dawn came, the Kaurava 
army marshalled by Drona stood in impenetrable 
circular array, magnificent, resplendent, like the 
Sun himself when in his course he reaches the 
meridian and none can look at him. 

And Arjuna being once more challenged by 
warriors sworn to conquer or die, repaired again 
to the southern portion of the field; but his 
son of tender age, beloved of all, led the Pandava 
host. And he, of sweet speech accompanied by 
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smiles, self-restrained, never following anything 
mean, acting like one of mature age though young 
in years, was fearless in battle, never striking first, 
but of great courage and great energy. And his 
locks ended in soft curls, his eyes were like a young 
gazelle’s, rendered beautiful by lashes black as the 
feathers of the raven, his face fair, his beauty 
unrivalled. And many were the deeds of prowess 
he performed, and many were those he slew in 
single combat. And Drona, seeing this, smiled 
saying : 

“ His father was taught by me! None will 
be able to touch him while he hath his car and 
his bow.” 

Hearing these words of the preceptor’s, Karna’s 
son attacked the bow, and two others attacked the 
steeds and the car. Thus when the young hero 
was bowless and carless, six noted warriors set on 
him. And he, remembering his duty as soldier, 
seized on his sword and buckler, and repeating a 
charm sprang into the air above the heads of the 
foemen. But they, with well-directed shafts out 
down his sword and shield. So falling to earth he 
seized upon a car wheel and holding it in his up- 
reared arms fought valiantly, looking resplen- 
dent, his robes dyed scarlet with his blood, his 
beautiful brows formidable with frowns, until he 
fell. 

Now when Arjuna, returning from the southern 
portion of the field, heard of his son’s death by un- 
fair means, his anger grew, and from that moment 
he ceased not to slay. And his might was such 
that after battling fiercely for five days, Drona 
the Brahman indued with great strength, fell at 
the head of the Kaurava host. 

And all the while in that part of the Field of 
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the Kurus that was left to the Dead, Bhishma the 
Mighty, Bhishma the Terrible, lay upon his bed of 
arrows waiting for the Sun to take its northern 
course. 


CHAPTER XVIII 
TELLING HOW THE BATTLE ENDED 


WHEN Drona was slain the Kuru host sunk into 
cheerless despair, and once again wise counsellors 
urged Duryodana to make peace while yet there 
was time. But Duryodana and his friend Karna 
secretly rejoiced that at last there could be no 
question as to who should lead the army, since 
none was left who could compare with the latter 
in bowmanship and general prowess. And great 
was Karna’s satisfaction therewith, for ever since 
the secret of his birth had been known to him, his 
enmity towards Arjuna, his half-brother, instead 
of decreasing, had increased tenfold. In him he 
saw all the wrongs he had suffered incarnate. 
It was he, above all, who had wrongfully carried 
off from him the beautiful Princess Dropadi. 
So with light heart he took the vows of leadership, 
feeling that now he could settle many old scores ; 
for his wrath and his jealousy knew no bounds. 

Now over in the Pandava camp there was much 
rejoicing at their victory, and yet Arjuna, grieving 
for the loss of his son of resplendent beauty, felt 
in small mood for the single combat which he 
foresaw with Karna ; and yet he knew him to have 
been for long years his bitterest enemy. 

So, in the red light of sunrise the remnants 
of the two hosts were found arrayed against each 
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horns, the attack was sounded and they struck at 
each other, and thousands of brave men fell in 
that battle, and millions of their sins were forgiven 
as they entered the blessed regions reserved for 
heroes. 

And Karna fought ever in the van of the fight, 
in his chariot of gold hung with jewelled nets 
and tiger skins ; yet, though he rushed ever where 
he held Arjuna would be, he found him not, and 
so the day’s battling, though he killed thousands, 
was to him as naught. It was Arjuna he sought, 
only Arjuna! Yea! when he overpowered Nakila, 
the younger of the twins, he gave him his life 
disdainfully, saying : 

“Go, child! Fight with thine equals.”’ 

Now when the next day, the seventeenth day of 
the great battle, dawned, Karna said to Duryodana: 
“My time is at hand. To-day I kill or am killed. 
In all ways am I equal to Arjuna save in my 
charioteer. He hath the great Krishna; there- 
fore it behoves me to have one to cope with him. 
Therefore give me mighty Salya, King of the 
Madras, who is counted Krishna’s equal.”’ 

But Salya the King was filled with rage at 
the request. “‘How!”’ hesaid. ‘ Dost dare to 
make me driver to the low-born son ofa charioteer ? 
Lo! he is my servant; not I his.”’ 

Then Duryodana guilefully calmed his wrath, 
saying: ‘‘ We even thee not to Karna, of whatso- 
ever birth he be; but to the god-born Krishna of 
mightiest fame.” ; 

On this Salya consented to drive Karna’s car 
on conditions that he might treat that warrior 
as he chose, and thereupon he ascended the car 
like an invincible lion ascending a mountain sum- 
mit; and Karna, mounting also, looked like the 
Sun riding in clouds charged with lightning. Thus, 
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beside himself with pride and anger and jealousy, 
he cried aloud : 

“Lo! even if death and the gods fight for 
Arjuna, I will surely slay him this day.” 

Then Salya the King, scornful, said: “ Brag 
not, thou lowest born of fools who knows not the 
soldiers’ law—I tell thee, if thou desirest life, 
challenge not Arjuna, but fight discreetly within 
thine arrayed divisions.” 

On this Karna, filled with rage, answered him 
thus: ‘‘ To-day wilt thou behold the nobility of 
my lineage, since I will kill the son of Pandu! 
Yea! though he hath great Krishna as friend and 
protector. For I am Duryodana’s, and that I 
should lay down my life for him is my foremost 
wish. Yet first will I kill Arjuna, mine own 
enemy; so proceed! proceed! ”’ 

Then Salya laughed bitterly. ‘‘ Yea, I will 
proceed! Fear not, I will guide thy steeds dex- 
terously, though thou speakest as one intoxicated 
with envy and hatred of heroes.” 

Now after this the battle grew fierce and strong, 
and ever where the golden car of Karna was seen, 
it grew fiercer and stronger. Yet when noon passed 
he had not yet met Arjuna face to face. Nor was 
this all chance, for that hero felt strangely unwil- 
ling for the encounter, and, having many other 
combats to wage, did not seek out his enemy. 
Thus he fought one challenger after another, until 
out-wearied and sad at heart, he left the battlefield 
and returned to his camp to rest. 

Now King Yudistra, sorely wounded by Karna 
earlier in the day and fretting greatly at the 
losses to his army, saw him retire, and hailed him 
thus, thinking he must have fulfilled his vow made 
a years before, and that Karna was already 
slain, 
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“Welcome! thrice welcome art thou! O 
fulfiler of vows! Tell me! How didst thou 
slay the low-born son of a charioteer ? ”’ 

Then Arjuna said cheerlessly : ‘‘ He is not yet 
slain. Other work had I; so being weary I desire 
rest?’ 

Now on this Yudistra, sick with pain and 
racked by anxiety, upbraided him thus: ‘“‘ Aweary 
and thy vow unfulfilled! Hast run away from 
battle? Shame on thine honour! Shame on 
thy matchless weapons! Shame on thyself! ”’ 

Enraged beyond bearing at these words Arjuna, 
in the first heat of anger, drew sword to kill his 
brother; but realising the greatness of such sin, 
he sheathed it once more and asked pardon of 
Yudistra for having even thought of it. Then, 
wearily, he said : 

“Lo! I go forth again. I return not, neither 
do I put off my armour, till I have fulfilled my 
vow.” 

Then he mounted his chariot once more and 
went forth despondent ; but Krishna his charioteer 
cheered him with words of hope. 

Now on this, the seventeenth day of the great 
massacre of men and elephants and steeds, the 
whole earth was strewn with dead bodies, and the 
gems on their headgear and trappings glinted in 
the red rays of the setting Sun and looked beauti- 
ful. And vultures flew low with keening cries 
over the heaps of slain, and dark clouds ablaze 
with sudden lightning hung on the edges of the 
wide field. 

Then, seeing each other’s cars approaching 
rapidly, those two enemies knew their hour had 
come, and all the other combatants stayed their 
hands to watch. Now the awful and terrible battle 
that followed cannot be described, for each of the 
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two heroes shrouded the ten points of the com- 
pass with clouds of keen arrows so that a darkness 
followed in which naught could be seen save Karna 
and Arjuna, like twin Suns; since each had a 
golden bow drawn to a circle and from each sped 
thousands and thousands of bright winged shafts 
like unto rays. And both invincible, both desir- 
ous of death or victory, they looked like twin 
luminaries arisen in latter days for the conflagra- 
tion of the world. 

Then Drona’s son, filled, like all spectators, 
with dread, seized Duryodana by the hand and 
even at this last moment pled with him for peace. 

“Let them not fight,’ hecried. “‘ Arjuna doth 
not desire hostilities. Make peace with the Pan- 
davas! Make them thy friends.” 

But Duryodana laughed mirthlessly. ‘‘ What ! 
wouldst have me say to Karna, who now hath 
his chance, ‘Abstain from battle’? Not I! 
Lo! Arjuna is outwearied! Karna will soon 
finish with him.” 

So like two infuriate elephants the wheels of 
their cars producing a noise like thunder, those two 
rushed at each other and fought. But for a while 
every weapon that Arjuna used was laughingly 
countered by Karna easily. 

Then Krishna, noting this, said hastily: 
“Sleep not, O diadem-decked Arjuna! What 
hath come to thee that Karna succeeds in crushing 
thy weapons? Wake up, O hero! See the 
Kauravas begin to shout with joy!” 

Then Arjuna made greater effort; but luck 
was against him; for, stretched by fullest force, 
his bowstring broke with a loud clang. Now when 
he looked, as honourable soldier, for Karna to 
stay his hand until his antagonist was once more 
armed, the latter with a bitter laugh, went on, 
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mocking his helplessness with keen arrows that 
pierced him everywhere. Then Arjuna’s fatigue 
fled in anger, and stringing his bow with the 
utmost rapidity, he began to fight as he had never 
fought before. And Karna meeting his match at 
last, fought also, fairly, forgetting the charm he 
had stolen from the God Rama. 

Then Karna’s swift shaft cut off Arjuna’s dia- 
dem and he fought bareheaded. And Arjuna’s 
keen weapons broke down his adversary’s shield. 
Yet still they fought till the wheel of Karna’s 
chariot becoming embedded in the ground all 
soaked and dank with blood and men’s bodies, he 
cried aloud : 

“Atruce! Atruce! after the usage of honour- 
able combat.” 

Then Arjuna would have granted it, but 
Krishna, his eyes blazing like a God’s gave answer: 
“ Dost think of honour now, O most Dishonour- 
able! Where was thine honour when thou didst 
drag Dropadi before the assemblage ? Where was 
thine honour when thou didst cheat Yudistra 
with dice? Where was thine honour even 
now when thou didst deny to Arjuna the right 
of honourable battle? Nay! ’Tis too late! 
Defend thyself!’ 

Then Karna leapt from his car taking up his 
sword, and in the furious assault that followed 
none could see what happened for darkness 
enveloped all things and all that could be heard 
was the clang of the swords, the wheeling keen of 
the vultures hovering low. 

Then on these broke a great cry: ‘ Karna is 
down! Karna is slain!” 

So ended the battle between the brothers ; 
and with it ended the great battle between the 
Pandavas and the Kauravas; for after one more 
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attempt to rally the small remnant of his host 


Duryodana fled from the field. 

Thus it was left silent to the Dead and to 
Bhishma lying silent on his bed of arrows, waiting 
for the Sun to turn his course northwards. 


CHAPTER XIX 


TELLING OF THE WATER OBLATION AND BHISHMA’S 
DEATH 


Now when Duryodana fled from the field of Kuru- 
kshetra, he sought refuge in a deep lake ; for, being 
acquainted with magical lore, he possessed a charm 
by which he could cause water to solidify into 
crystal. Thus, as in a house of ice, he lived secure 
at the bottom of the lake and, resting awhile, 
healed him of his wounds. Yet could naught 
save him from his Fate, so that Bhima pursuing 
him to accomplish the vow of death he had made 
when Queen Dropadi was insulted, saw him at 
last in the crystal depths and forthwith summoned 
him to battle. Now, evil though his nature was, 
Duryodana was soldier born and dare not refuse ; 
so, armed with his mace and mailed in glittering 
armour he rose to the surface, and the combat 
which had been begun long years before at the 
tournament was renewed. But now they were 
grown men and no preceptor could stay their 
hands. And they were fair matched, for Bhima 
was still full of rage at Dropadi’s wrongs, and 
Duryodana had ever since that day, spent long 
hours in acquiring the utmost skill in the use of 
the mace, even causing an iron image to be made 
in Bhima’s likeness on which he could test his 
strength. And many a time had that strong idol 
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But what are such devices against a rightful 
cause ? And how can wickedness succeed in the 
end ? 

So, all through the long battle hours, the 
outcome was ever certain, and when it came, and 
Duryodana fell, the very earth rejoiced because the 
cause of war was dead. 

Yet it trembled and shuddered also at the grim 
burden that lay upon its breast ; for of the mighty 
hosts that once, so full of courage and high hope, 
had faced each other in the red dawnings, but so 
many remained that a man could count upon his 
fingers. 

So weary, weary was the sight for miles and 
miles and miles upon the Plain of Dead Kurus 
where weeping wives sought the bodies of their 
dear husbands, where mothers keened over their 
handsome sons, and little children shrank in fear 
from the still, stony faces of their fathers. In all 
the world was nothing left but the tears of mourn- 
ing women, the outcries of frightened children till 
this plaint—‘‘ Lo! ’Tis wewho sufferin war ! ’’— 
rose up to the very feet of the Gods. 

Now to the Plain came King Dritarasta old, 
half imbecile, infirm, and with him came his 
wife, she who had lived from bridehood with ban- 
daged eyes, seeing nothing out of devotion to her 
blind husband. And thither also came Queen 
Dropadi mourning bitterly her five sons who had 
all been killed ; yet was Mother Kunti the saddest 
of them all, though her five sons stood beside her, 
scarred mayhap by many wounds, yet still alive. 

And Vidura the wise came also, old and stern, 
saying between his tears: “‘ Grieve not where grief 
shouldnot be. Amongst these dead is not one who 
turned his back on battle; not one who joined 
his hands and prayed for quarter.” 
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So from that Field of Dead Heroes where 
women in white raiment flitted like birds over the 
slain, arose loud wails of grief. ‘““O my _ hus- 
band!” “O my son!” “O my brother!” 

Now Gandari, she of the bandaged eyes, had 
through her long penance been gifted with a 
second spiritual sight; and thus, seated from 
age and infirmities, she saw the whole field of 
slaughter, and named the heroes one by one. And 
she keened a funeral ode in this wise : 

“OQ ye of great beauty, and youth, and 
manhood, still adorned with the auspicious gar- 
lands we gave ye for luck, why do ye sleep upon 
the bare ground, clasping in your arms sword or 
mace as if they were the beloved ones? Ah ye! 
Incapable of being slain for very love, why have 
ye been slain? O shame on prowess! Shame 
on courage! Shame on war that leaves weeping 
women to bear the burden of grief! ”’ 

So, after much weeping and wailing the funeral 
rites of the slain, who numbered thousands on thou- 
sands, were duly performed that evening, according 
to rank and order. Sandal wood and sweet aloes, 
and clarified butter were brought, and, with 
broken cars and weapons, fit pyres for heroes were 
made and burnt, without haste and in proper order. 
And those funeral pyres, smokeless and blazing 
brightly amid the surrounding darkness, looked 
like luminous planets in the firmament, and the 
night was made beautiful by them. 

So when the grey dawn came the whole con- 
course repaired to the banks of the Sacred River 
Ganga ; and ason that day long years before, when 
Shuntanu the King had first beheld the River 
Goddess, it was in flood and the saffron-coloured 
stream flecked with cream-like foam and brown 
ripples swept by to join the far-off sea. Then in 
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serried procession, according to rank and order, 
the white-robed widows and the weeping mothers 
gave the ashes of their dead to the keeping of the 
great Mother-of-All, and poured the due oblations 
of water to the rising Sun. 

Now Mother Kunti watching her five sons giv- 
ing righteous honour and ceremony to their dead 
kinsmen of royal lineage, was suddenly over- 
come by the strain of the secret she had held so 
close all her life, and the thought that, even in 
death Karna her eldest son was not taking his 
rightful place, became intolerable to her. So, 
overwhelmed by regret and by remorse, she cried 
aloud : 

“Give honour also to Karna for he is your 
brother. Yea! Woe is me! He whom I per- 
mitted to be despised as the son of a charioteer is 
my son—a true-born soldier.” 

And those who heard were so amazed that they 
stood as if made of stone, the water dripping from 
their raised hands. Then Yudistra the Just, 
Yudistra the King, said with set lips : 

“How can this be, O wife of Pandu, O 
mother of five living sons ? ”’ 

Then Kunti, bent to the ground with remorse 
and grief, told how Karna had been secretly born, 
how she had set the child afloat in a raft on the 
river, and how it had been found and brought up 
by Radha the charioteer’s wife. 

And as they listened, the heads of the five 
brothers sank low upon their breasts, their faces 
became dark and cheerless thinking that they had 
slain their elder brother. Then Yudistra, ex- 
ceedingly agitated, yet desirous of doing what was 
right, said : 

‘““O Mother of five living sons, by thee have 
we been undone. Hadst thou not kept this 
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secret all things might have been attainable, even 
peace. And now are we overwhelmed with sin 
having unrighteously slain our brother. Yet can 
naught be done save to yield him honour now.” 

So, bidding Karna’s widow join the royal 
party, he offered oblation to the dead brother 
whom they had slain. Now Arjuna was also 
overcome with regret; but Bhima, strong and 
forceful said : 

““Sois Fate! Lo! he deserved his death and 
he died as soldiers should die. Therefore is there 
naught to regret !”’ 

But Yudistra remained cheerless and unmanned 
by regret remembering Karna’s bravery and how 
oft he had taunted him with his low birth; and 
in his sorrow he cursed all women in the world 
saying : 

“ Henceforth shall no woman succeed in keep- 
ing a secret! Had our mother not concealed the 
truth this war would never have taken place. 
Behold the thought of our slain on the field of 
battle takes from us the gladness of victory.”’ 

So he remained cheerless, though each and 
all attempted to console him with words of wisdom. 
But he heeded them little until Krishna, God-like 
in knowledge, said to him: 

“Lo! the Grandsire Bhishma lieth still on 
his bed of arrows awaiting such time as the Sun 
shall commence its northward journey ere yield- 
ing up his life breath. And there is none in the 
wide world more loyal, more virtuous than he ; 
true born soldier who hath never willingly done 
harm to any. Resort to him and learn wisdom 
even as thou didst learn it as a lad.” 

So, with his brothers, Yudistra sought the 
Grandsire waiting for death upon his bed of 
arrows. And around him the young green wheat 
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was already springing where but six weeks before 
dead heroes had lain thick as leaves. And the 
low dhak bushes were beginning to put on their 
saffron-coloured blossoms, for it was nigh to the 
time when the Sun on his Car of Great Speed, and 
unto which are yoked Seven Steeds, would turn 
to the north, and bring more light and heat to the 
earth. 

But Bhishma, looking like a fire about to die 
out, was sore spent and lay withclosed eyes. Then 
Krishna, even as a God, spoke to him thus : 

‘“O Grandsire, close to death, knowledge will 
leave the world with thee ; therefore speak words 
of truth to Yudistra, who is clouded by grief on 
account of the slaughter of his kinsman.” 

Then Bhishma, opening his eyes smiled seeing 
Arjuna, and said: 

“Yea! but I thirst greatly, and the earth- 
water they give me I will not touch, waiting as I 
do for the return of the Moon and the Sun. O 
Arjuna! these shafts of thine pierce and burn. 
O son! As thou hast given me pain give me 
now, as thou canst, celestial water pure to drink.” 

Then Arjuna full of grief, replied: ‘‘ So be it, 
O my father.” 

And taking up the Gandiva bow he fitted to 
its string a blazing arrow with wings of gold, and 
aiming at the blue sky above him shot it into the 
air. And lo! it disappeared a while from sight, 
so mighty was the force that sped it. Then once 
more it fell softly, like a flying bird piercing the 
earth with its bill, and where the earth was 
pierced there rose a jet of water pure, auspicious, 
cool, of celestial fragrance and taste. And refreshed 
by this water, Bhishma the Grandsire taking the 
strong hand of Yudistra, thus addressed him in a 
voice still deep as that of the clouds: 
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“O thou who didst ever obey my word, O 
foremost in justice and truth, I will discourse to 
thee of duty.” 

Now the discourses of Bhishma, are they not 
written in a book that all who run may read, and 
do they not tell that the Soul is the only King, 
that Truth is the only Treasure, Courage the only 
Virtue ? 

And Yudistra and his brothers listened, and 
listened, and listened, until the fever of the King’s 
heart was dispelled. 

Then the great Bhishma said: “Lo! the 
thousand-rayed Maker of Day hath begun his 
northward course, and Igo to the Light. My long 
life is over.” 

So he lay still and silent, uniting himself with 
eternity. Andlo! flowers fell from the sky on his 
dead body, and the birds of spring sang their songs 
round his bier. 

Then with sweet aloes and cassia the funeral 
pyre was lit, and in the grey dawn they gave the 
ashes to his Mother the River Goddess. 

And she, rising out of the water, ever young 
and beautiful, wept that her son had been slain 
by Sikhandin. 

But Krishna with the wisdom of a God said : 
‘““Not so! The very celestials themselves could 
not slay great Bhishma when he stood with 
stretched bow in hand. Lo! the arrows were 
the arrows of Arjuna, yet was not he either the 
slayer. Bhishma himself decreed that he should 
die by the hand of a woman.” 


CHAPTER XX 
TELLING OF THE VISION OF PEACE 


Now King Yudistra having learnt wisdom and 
selflessness from the Grandsire, set himself, though 
with still-bleeding heart, to do good to all men and 
all things upon the earth. So he controlled his 
desire to forsake his fellows and betake himself 
once more to a life in the woods and the wastes, 
amongst the birds and the beasts. And being 
just he established old King Dritarasta on the 
throne, paying him every reverence and trying to 
make him forget the calamity which had over- 
taken the whole Kuru race through his evil son’s 
jealousies and ambitions. And the calamity was 
great ; for wealth had been wasted in war, and 
none remained to restore the world. The treasuries 
were empty; and Yudistra the Just refused to 
levy dues on those youthful chiefs whom their 
widowed mothers were rearing to take their father’s 
place. Yet could naught be stinted for them, so 
day by day, month by month, year by year those 
children who had been frightened by their fathers’ 
still, stony faces, grew up joyously, having no 
grief behind them. 
So the long, long years passed ; but it did not 
bring forgetfulness to those who had lost their 
loved ones on the Field of Dead Kurus, and ever 
as the spring solstice came round, the mourners 
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would crowd out to the battle-plain and offer 
oblations of water to the spirits of the dead. 
Thus the world was populated by those who grieved 
for the past, and those youthful ones who looked 
forward to the future; so year by year the latter 
became stronger and more numerous, and the 
former, casting off their interests in earthly 
things, thought more and more of things spiritual, 
and, growing old with their griefs, they began to 
grieve afresh, saying to themselves: 

‘““ Have those who fell in their youth on the 
Field of Dead Kurus, forgotten, like these still- 
more youthful ones, or do they remember us who 
were left behind ? ” 

Then the island-born Vyasa, the great sage, 
said to them: ‘‘ Be comforted, I will show youa 
Vision of Great Peace, and your hearts will 
beatrest. Yea! those of you who now hold aloof 
from each other saying in your inmost souls: 
“Lo! ’Twas her son who killed my husband, his 
father who killed my brother,’ will know that such 
things count not at all in the further world.” 

Now, hearing this, the whole concourse of 
those who had mourned set out for the battle- 
plain, when the Sun, whose Car is yoked to Seven 
Swift Steeds was returning to his northern pathway 
bringing light, and heat, and life to the world. 
And having performed due ceremonies and offered 
the oblation of water, they sate themselves down 
on the banks of the Sacred River, and with prayers 
and hymns awaited the on-coming of night. Now 
the Ganges was in flood and the Moon shining 
on its wide waters, turned them into a silver shield. 

Then these people, expectantly watching it, 
felt their eyes grow weary with hope. And all 
was still; still as the steady stars. 

So, suddenly, a conch sounded, dull and far 
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away, and on it came swift beating of drums and 
voices giving orders. And, witha clang and a 
flutter of pennons, there came from the water, as 
from a silvern gate, a great company of warriors, 
serried, and close, and friendly. And each one 
was equipped as he had been when he was fighting 
on the field, yet all were clothed now in celestial 
radiance and all were divested of animosity and 
pride, divested of wrath and jealousy. And angels 
sang their praises as they marched together like 
brothers, and bards chanted their glorious deeds. 

Then arose cries of joy. ““O Karna! Karna!” 
““Omy beloved!” “Isit thouindeed?” “ My 
son!’ “My son!” 

And so with martial clang and tread, with 
steed, and car, and blazoned standards, they came 
in their thousands and thousands with gladdened 
faces and hearts. Yea! there was not one that 
was missing, not one without joyful welcome, not 
one with a frown or a tear; but all was Peace 
and Happiness and Glad Content ! 

Then brother who had slain brother, clasped 
hands and looked into each other’s eyes ; and even 
he of the long curling eyelashes smiled at those 
who had done him to death. 

So along the banks of the Sacred River arose 
a high carnival of gladdened men and women, 
forgetful of all save affection. And the whole of 
that night passed in great happiness. There was 
no grief, no fear, no suspicion, no discontent, as 
those warriors met with one another in that 
place; neither were there any tears, for the 
beloved found the beloved, and both were 
satisfied. 

And when the pale dawn set fingers on the sky 
lo! in the twinkling of an eye the Vision dis- 
appeared. And naught was to be seen save the 
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island-born sage Vyasa, standing in the sacred 
water, making oblation to the rising Sun. 

And he full of compassion, bending wise, 
searching eyes on the saddened faces of those 
left behind, said softly: ‘“‘ Ye who are widows 
indeed—ye who have reared your husband’s 
children, follow your lords—if ye desire it!”’ 

Then, like a flock of white cranes, the white- 
robed widows, their shrouds fluttering like wings, 
plunged into the sacred stream and so followed 
their husbands whithersoever they went; for 
some sought the abodes of the Gods, and others 
the region of Wisdom, and some seeking the Sun, 
found everlasting light. 

Thus the Vision of Peace ended, and the 
people returned satisfied to Hustinapura. 


CHAPTER XXI 


TELLING HOW YUDISTRA THE JUST ENTERED 
HEAVEN 


Now at last a time came, after King Dritarasta 
and she whose eyes were bandaged had given up 
their life breaths, and after Mother Kunti also had 
found peace, when Yudistra the Just felt that 
he might lay down the cares of sovereignty and 
find that solace he had ever desired, in the woods, 
and the wastes and the forests, amongst the beasts 
and the birds that sin not, but follow the Law. 

For Duryodana’s grandson was full grown, 
and so also was the grandson of Arjuna, who was 
born after his young father of great promise and 
curling eyelashes had been wrongfully slain in 
the Great Battle. 

So, setting the one on the throne at Hustina- 
pura, and the other on the throne of Indraprasta, 
he felt that his life’s work was done. 

Thus with his four brothers and Dropadi the 
Queen, grey-haired and sad and beautiful, he 
set forth to wander till he died; and his faithful 
hound followed him as it followed him ever; 
for they were friends. 

And garbed in deer skins, as of old in their 
exile, they wandered south, and they wandered 
east, and north and west. And they had cast 
aside all things earthly ; but Arjuna had not cast 
away the Gandiva bow, he held it too dear. 
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Then the God of Fire, seeing this, barred their 
way, and said: 

“Oh! hero whom I did help, burning the 
forest of Kandava, cast away that bow! Thou 
hast no longer need of it. From the Storm God 
thou didst get it. To him should it be returned.” 

Then Arjuna, loth yet obedient, standing on 
the shores of the Salt Ocean, regretfully flung that 
bow into the western sea, and there beneath its 
waters it remains to this day. 

So, being desirous of making a round of the 
whole earth, those Princes of restrained souls pro- 
ceeded on their way. Crossing the high Himavat 
mountains they came upon a desert of sand, and 
here Dropadi, outwearied, cast oft her life. 
Nakila and Sahadeva were the next, and then 
Arjuna, full of grief of heart, lay down and died. 
After him Bhima the strong sought rest and peace ; 
so that Yudistra was left alone with his com- 
panion the faithful hound. And it followed close 
on his steps and looked into his eyes as faithful 
hounds do, so that he was comforted in his loneli- 
ness. And at night it slept at his feet, and when 
he woke he would see its kind, bright eyes watch- 
ing him faithfully. 

Now after a time as Yudistra walked on 
and on, the Great God Indra riding on his im- 
mortal car, paused beside the weary King as he 
tramped along, and bade him ascend with him to 
Highest Heaven. 

Then Yudistra said: ‘‘ Where my brothers 
have gone, where Dropadi, beautiful and wise, 
has gone, thither will I go.” 

And Indra answered: ‘So will it be. They 
have cast off their mortal bodies and have found 
Paradise ; but for thee it is ordained, because of 
thy utmost truth, that thou shalt enter High 
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Heaven in this very body of thine. Therefore 
leave thy dog and come with me.”’ 

But Yudistra, laying his hand on_ his 
hound’s head, said: ‘‘ Not so, great Lord of Past 
and Present. My hound must go with me, for I 
am his God! I cannot forsake him.” 

On this Indra became incensed, and said: 
“Lo! to-day hast thou won immortality and all 
the felicities of the Highest Heaven, yet thou 
thinkest of an unclean dog. Thou must cast 
him off.” 

Then Yudistra replied again: “‘O Mighty 
One! I desire not that felicity for which I have 
to cast off one who is devoted to me.” 

But Indra grew more incensed, saying: 
“Listen! By abandoning thy hound thou wilt 
attain to the blessed regions. Thou hast already 
renounced thy brothers and thy wife. Why 
then canst thou not renounce this dog ? ”’ 

Then Yudistra the Just, joining his hands, 
said humbly: “ Listen! O Great One! I did not 
renounce my brothers nor my wife ; it was they 
who left me. Lo! if death comes, we must abandon 
all ; but so long as my life lasts, I dare not abandon 
such love as this hound gives to me, his master.” 

Now at these words the whole heavens seemed 
to blaze with light, and where the hound had 
stood was the radiant form of the Spirit of Good 
Deeds and Justice. And inasweet voice, fraught 
with praise, the Spirit said : 

“QO righteous King, who hast a compassion 
for all creatures, sure kindness hath followed thy 
steps, even as a dog follows his master’s through- 
out thy whole life. Yea! even in the form of thy 
hound have I followed thee; thus shall we not 
be parted in the Highest Heaven.” 

Then Yudistra, looking into the Spirit’s 
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eyes, saw there the devotion and the love he would 
not leave lonely, and he was satisfied. 

So riding on Indra’s car he reached the abode 
of the Gods, and all the denizens of that highest 
region crowded round him, praising him and 
acclaiming him as one of themselves. But he 
said sadly : 

“Nay! I care not for Godship. I wish to 
be where my brothers are; where Dropadi of 
great intelligence and righteousness hath gone.”’ 

Then they said: “‘If human affection still 
touch thee, descend thou from the abode of the 
Gods to Heaven.” 

Now when Yudistra had descended to Heaven 
followed by the Spirit of Good Deeds, he saw 
Duryodana seated on a throne and blazing with 
eftulgence; and at the sight his heart became 
filled with anger, and he looked round for his 
high-souled brothers, and the mighty Karna 
and all the Kings and Princes who met with death 
in battle for his sake; and he saw them not. 
Then he said in a loud voice: 

‘“‘T desire not to share felicity with one who 
was the destroyer of friends, and for whose sake 
the entire earth was devastated. I count it not 
Heaven. I desire not to stay here. That is 
Heaven to me where the high-souled ones dwell— 
yea, even Karna of immeasurable soul who erred 
in ignorance—who knew not his own worth.” 

Then Great Indra said: ‘“‘O Yudistra, in 
Heaven all enmities must cease! ”’ 

And Yudistra the Just replied: “If that 
be so, then must all friendships continue, and I 
see not here those high-souled heroes, my brothers 
of strong vows, steady achievers of promises, 
truthful in speech and distinguished by courage. 
Where they are, thither would I go.” 
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On this the Gods ordered the celestial mes- 
senger to take Yudistra to his friends and 
kinsmen. And they proceeded along a narrow 
path edged with blazing flames till they came to 
a country where the mountains were full of inac- 
cessible fastnesses, the rivers ran hot with boiling 
water, the trees had leaves that were sharp as 
swords and razors, the rocks and stones were 
red-hot iron, and the earth fine white sand, thrice 
heated in a furnace. 

‘Thus far may I come, no farther,”’ said the 
messenger at last. ‘‘ Proceed alone if thou 
wouldst. If not, return with me.’’ 

Then Yudistra, overcome with grief, hesi- 
tated ; but at that moment piteous lamentations 
arose from all around, and he heard voices saying : 

“Oh, stay! Oh, stay! Remain with us, 
we pray. Since thou art nigh, torments cease to 
afflict us. Stay! Oh, stay awhile!” 

Now the voices were many, clamouring at his 
ears like stormy winds, and he, compassionate 
yet all confused, said: 

‘““Who are ye? Speak!” 

Then like a roaring tempest in his ears came a 
thousand voices: ‘‘ I am Arjuna I am Drona; I 
am Bhima; I am Shakuni.’’ 

Lo! the names of all he had known in life 
came in that cry of pain. Then Yudistra 
the Just, his heart wrung, gave way to wrath, 
and calling on the Great Gods, he upbraided them 
with cruelty. 

“What have these people done,”’ he cried, ‘‘ to 
deserve such woe? Are not birth and death in 
the hands of the Gods, and who can fight against 
Fate! So here I stay, O Gods without com- 
passion, since my presence consoles those whom 
the Gods torture,” 
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Now, on sooner had he said these words 
than a breeze deliciously cool and fragrant with 
pleasant perfumes began to play upon that 
scorched spot, and green herbage sprang to life, 
and blossoming trees swayed in the wind. All 
things terrible vanished from sight, all things 
beautiful crowded to the eyes. And there stood 
Indra, resplendent and smiling, saying : 

“OQ compassionate one, the eternal regions 
of utmost felicity are thine. Illusion is over ! 
Come! Bathe in the Sacred River that sancti- 
fies the three worlds. There wilt thou be divested 
of thy human body. Thence, freed from all 
enmities, forgetful of all wrongs, thy ailments 
conquered, thou wilt pass to Paradise.”’ 

And in Paradise he found all his friends and 
all his enemies; but he found not Bhishma ; for 
he, whose whole life had been renunciation, had 
passed beyond to the region of eternal peace. 


THE STORY OF THE RAMAYANA 


CHAPTER I 
THE BIRTH OF RAMA AND HIS BROTHERS 


Lone long ago, when the world was young, there 
stood on the banks of the Gogra river a beautiful 
and mighty city called Aydédhya. It was the 
capital of the great and flourishing country of 
Kosala where the inhabitants passed their days 
pleasantly. And the King of that country was 
called Dasaratha. He was powerful, righteous, 
and high-souled, and he governed the city and 
the country that teemed with brave men and 
virtuous women, even as the Moon sways the 
seas. 

And, as a mountain cavern is filled with lions, 
so the city of Ayédhya was filled with heroes all 
sworn to do or die; so rightly was it called 
Aydédhya or the Unconquerable. 

But, despite his virtues and his many sacri- 
fices, King Dasaratha had one great grief. He had 
no sons. So, in counsel with all his ministers 
of sedate minds, he resolved at last on performing 
the Great Horse Sacrifice in the hopes of obtain- 
ing the favour of the Gods, and so securing an 
heir. Now many would have dissuaded him from 
this difficult task; since the least mistake, the 
smallest error in the ceremonies, would not only 
spoil the whole sacrifice, but very probably give 
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the clever demons (who are always on the look- 
out for such short-comings) an opportunity of 
destroying the King himself; but the latter 
was so determined to secure a son that he 
accepted the risk. 

Thus, after due rites, a beautiful white stallion 
was chosen, furnished with wings of gold, and set 
free to wander where it willed. And for a year 
it wandered, grazing as it chose, and none dare 
say it nay, since be the objector peasant or 
Prince, he would have to fight King Dasaratha’s 
Guard of Honour that accompanied the Sacred 
Horse whithersoever it went. 

And when the year was ended a place of sacri- 
fice was prepared by the river’s brink and here 
Kausalya, the Queen, slew the horse by three 
strokes of the sword and, after watching all night 
alone by the dead steed’s side, offered up its flesh 
to the Gods. 

Now it so happened that the peace of Heaven 
had been greatly disturbed by the ten-headed 
Rakshasa, or demon Ravana, whom none could 
control, since by many painful penances he had 
gained freedom from death by the hands of 
either Gods or devils. And the inhabitants of 
Heaven had besought the great God Brahm 
to devise some means by which the destruction 
of the powerful demon could be compassed, 
saying : 

“This wicked-minded one, blinded by the boon 
conferred on him, torments the three worlds. The 
Sun does not burn him, neither does the Wind 
ruffle him, and at the sight of him engarlanded by 
billows, the Ocean stirs not. Save us, therefore, 
from him, we pray thee.” 

And Brahm had replied thus: 
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“ By promise sure 
He sits secure 
From God or Devil; but in scorn 
He did not ban 
Poor feeble man. 
Of woman then let one be born 
To fight the ill, 
The fiend to kill.” 


So the God Vishnu had agreed to divide him- 
self into four parts and be born as the four 
sons which Dasaratha would gain by the Horse 
Sacrifice. , 

And this came to pass, for Vishnu appeared in 
the smoke and flames of sacrificial fire, in a form 
of matchless splendour, holding in his hands a 
goblet of gold filled with priceless nectar. And he 
said : . 


“ Give to thy virtuous wives, O noble King, 
This nectar in fair portion. It will bring 
Four mighty sons to make the whole world ring 
With deeds of valour. In them I’ll abide, 
In every battle fighting on their side 
Till Ravana, the enemy of Good, has died.” 


Hearing this, Dasaratha became transported 
with joy, and, reverentially taking the goblet, 
repaired to the inner apartments. And to Kau- 
salya the chief Queen he gave one half of the 
nectar, and to the other two consorts the 
remainder. 

So in due time each boresons. But Kausdlya’s 
son Rama was more celestial in nature than his 
brother Bharat, and the twins Laksmana and 
Satrughna, that were born of Sumitra the youngest 
wife, had but their portion of the godlike nature 
divided between them. But Laksmana from his 
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birth attached himself to Rama, so that he never 
thought of himself or his own comfort, and Sat- 
rughna in like manner attached himself to Bharat 
who became dearer to him than life itself. 


CHAPTER II 
THE KILLING OF TADAKA AND THE DEMONS 


Now by reason of these well-beloved sons, 
Dasaratha was filled with joy and lived happily 
till Rama was sixteen years of age, but then, to 
his great grief and fear, Viswamitra the sage came 
to King Dasaratha’s Court and claimed the eldest 
Prince as the only one who could destroy certain 
clever demons who were tormenting holy men by 
interrupting their worship. 

At first Dasaratha refused to let his son under- 
take the task, saying he was too young, too inex- 
perienced. But at last, overcome by the sage’s 
wrath, he consented, and Rama, accompanied by 
his shadow Laksmana, set off on the adven- 
ture guided by Viswamitra. And all the city 
wept, thinking the brave lads were going forth 
to death. 

Now when they came to the river Gogra the 
sage had them pause and, giving each stripling a 
drink of the water, said this charm : 


“ Fear no foe where’er you go, 
Friend or fever hurt you never. 
God and good protect you ever ; 
Drink your fill and fear no ill.” 


After this the two lads, being weary, lay 
down by the banks of the river on a bed of grass, 
and the sage discoursed to them until they slept. 
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So for several days they journeyed as simple 
wayfarers, resting at night under the stars or 
in the hermitage of some holy man, who, as the 
nights wore on, would discourse with Viswamitra 
on religion and righteousness; thus the boys 
would listen and learn. 

Journeying thus, as they were one day passing 
through a forest where the dreadful ogress Tadaka 
reigned supreme, the first encounter with demons 
took place. It was very terrible. When Rama 
boldly twanged his bow as challenge, the ogress 
at once rushed out at him with roars that seemed 
to crack the skies. At first the two young heroes, 
Rama and Laksmana, only sought to maim and 
not to kill the giantess, because of her sex; but 
after they had bereft her of her nose and her hands, 
she, by the help of illusion, changed her shape a 
thousand times; each time appearing in some 
fearsome guise, then disappearing, and all the 
while showering rocks and crags at the brave lads. 
So they at last lost patience, and Rama, by one 
well-directed shaft, laid her at his feet, shot through 
the heart. 

On this, both earth and Heaven rejoiced, and 
Viswamitra as reward for the service done to holy 
men, conferred on Rama all the celestial weapons 
of all kinds, even those which few celestials can 
control. And summoning these weapons to 
appear in mortal guise, he repeated the charm 
for each, while they, with clasped hands, bowed 
themselves before the young hero, saying : 


“ Good betide you, knight so true, 
Tell us what you’d have us do.” 


And Rama, smiling, touched each of them with 
his hand, and replied : 
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“In my memory stand ye clear ; 
When I call ye must appear.” 
So in a flash, even as they had come, they were 
gone ; but Rama knew he had them at his beck 
and call. 

Now, after this, many were the demons which 
the young heroes slew in their wanderings. And 
many were the tales to which they listened during 
their nightly rests in secluded hermitages. 

They heard how Ganga, the Sacred River, 
daughter of Holy Himalaya had been beguiled 
from her home in the skies by the prayers of 
Baghirath, King of Kosala, in order that, in 
seeking union with mighty Ocean, she might reach 
the underground world and so lave and purify 
the ashes of the sixty thousand young Princes of 
Kosala who had been consumed by a fiery demon 
while attempting the rescue of a sacrificial horse 
stolen from their father, King Sagera, and thus 
enable them to reach Paradise. 

They listened while a pious hermit told that 
so great was Goddess Ganga’s impatience to follow 
Baghirath’s car, that the Great God Shiv, fearful 
lest both she and the earth should be injured by 
her fall from Heaven, allowed her to leap upon his 
head. And how she, eager to seek the Ocean 
had proposed to sweep him away with her, and 
he, in anger, had entangled her in his matted 
locks where, despite her endeavours to escape by 
dividing herself into numberless streams, she had 
remained imprisoned for countless years, until 
pious Baghirath’s penances prevailed, and Shiv 
allowed the impetuous Goddess to follow King 
Baghirath’s car whithersoever it went. 

And they heard tales of many folk; of the 
sage Viswamitra’s marvellous doings; and 
ever and anon they slew a demon. 
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Now one day they happened upon a hermitage 
where for long years the mighty Vishnu had 
carried on his austerities, and the anchorites 
therein were much troubled by many demons. 
And for six days Rama and Laksmana, the young 
heroes, guarded those anchorites from evil; but 
on the sixth day just as the priests had lit up the 
altar that was finished with kusa-grass and 
ladles, and faggots and flowers, a mighty and 
dreadful uproar arose in the sky. And as in the 
rainy season masses of clouds envelop the firma- 
ment, so Rama, rushing forward, beheld masses 
of demons far as the eye could reach, displaying 
every kind of illusion. 

And they showered demon blood upon those 
pure altars and laughed mirthless laughs. Then 
Rama, summoning celestial weapons to his aid, 
attacked them fearlessly. Long and weary was 
the fight, but at last every demon was slain, and 
the world being thus rid of these noxious creatures, 
Rama and Laksmana having completed their task 
had leisure to think of other things. 


CHAPTER III 
THE STORY OF SITA AND HER MARRIAGE 


Now, in those days there lived at Mithila a King 
called Janaka, a virtuous man who held in trust 
a marvellous bow that had been given to his 
ancestors by the Great God Shiv. 

And this King had an adopted daughter called 
Sita, or the Furrow. Now she was so called 
because her birth was on this wise. King Janaka 
was ploughing out a piece of land preparatory 
to a child-conferring sacrifice, for he had no 
children. And praying as he so _ ploughed, 
that his desire might be granted, lo! at his very 
feet in the new-turned furrow he saw a little 
maid, beautiful exceedingly. So, rejoicing much, 
he took her home and reared her as his daughter, 
and now that she was of marriageable age he sought 
a husband for her that would be worthy of her 
lineage. For, verily, she had been a gift of Great 
Mother Earth. 

Thus, bethinking him of the mighty bow he 
held in trust, he vowed that none should win the 
beautiful, virtuous Sita save one who, by bending 
the bow, would show himself fit mate for a God- 
gifted maiden. Now many Princes had tried to 
bend Shiv’s bow, but all had failed; and Sita 
waited for her bridegroom with smiling lips, 
certain that he would come when the Gods decreed 
iSO; 
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And sure enough he came ; for in their wander- 
ings Rama and Laksmana—who wasas the former's 
shadow—heard of Princess Sita’s surpassing loveli- 
ness, and, fired with ambition to win her, set out 
for Janaka’s court ; nor did the sage Viswamitra 
say them nay, since he knew their tutelage was 
ended and the time for marriage had come. 

Now, King Janaka received them as he had 
received many another aspirant, with much cere- 
mony and courtesy. And, after hearing from 
Viswamitra that Rama’s lineage was kingly, the 
great bow was duly sent for from the fortress, 
where it lay watched by warders. And so huge 
was it that a waggon with eight wheels, drawn by 
five thousand youths accustomed to draught work 
was needed to bring it to the court where King 
Janaka, surrounded by his ministers, awaited 
the trial. But the size of it did not seem to daunt 
Rama. He opened the case in which the bow was 
kept with a smile, and there lay the weapon 
plaited about with iron bands, rigid, inflexible. 
So, bowing to it, he touched it in salutation, saying 
lightly : 

‘“O bow divine! I bow to thee, 
Yet thou shalt bow to me.” 


And with the words he took hold of that bow 
by its middle, drew it from its case with exceed- 
ing ease, strung it, then, with a laugh, bent it so 
strongly that it snapped in the very middle with 
a sound like a thunder clap. And this set the 
whole hall a-quivering, so that all the ministers 
and courtiers fell head-over-heels, the only persons 
aa standing being the heroes, the sage, and the 

ing. 

Then loud were the acclamations of delight and 
surprise that one should have been found of mortal 
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mould to do so prodigious a task, and doubtless 
the Princess Sita, in the inner apartments, whence 
she had been peeping through the women’s lattice, 
was overjoyed to find her knight so brave and 
handsome. 

So King Janaka instantly sent envoys to 
Aydédhya, informing King DAasaratha of what had 
happened, and asking his consent to the marriage. 
And great were the rejoicings at Ayéddhya over 
the happy news. Then King Dasaratha set out 
at once for Mithila, and when he arrived there 
preparations for wedding festivities were made on 
a grand scale; for not only was Rama to marry 
Sita, but brides had been found in her younger 
sister and her cousins for Laksmana and Bharat 
and Satrughna. 

Thus, on the appointed day, chosen by the 
astrologers for luck, four brides and four bride- 
grooms appeared before the sacrificial fire; and 
words fail to express the general rejoicings or the 
magnificence of the almsgivings. So many as 
four hundred thousand kine furnished with horns 
plaited with gold, each having her calf, together 
with bell metal vessels for milking them being 
given away to Brahmans. 

And after the wedding ceremonies were com- 
plete the brides’ and bridegrooms with King 
DAasaratha departed for Ayédhya, carrying with 
them a costly dower of gold and silver and pearls 
and coral, together with a hundred damsels well 
adorned, and endowed‘ with elegance to serve as 
goodly waiting-maids. 

Now, on the way, itso happened that one day 
the fowls of the air began to utter frightful cries, 
and the beasts of the earth began to stream towards 
the south. And DAsaratha, seeing this, became 
anxious; but the sage comforted him, saying: 
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“ Though birds, ’tis true, portend dark days, 
The beasts show peace is near ; 
Be of good courage then, my King, 
There is no cause for fear.” 


Then a strong wind began to blow and the 
very earth began to groan. A deep gloom en- 
veloped the Sun; the trees began to topple down, 
and the whole company was covered with ashes, 
and in the middle of this fearsome happening 
appeared the mighty Rama, the Brahman of 
the Priestly caste, dreadful to behold, and utterly 
enraged; and he shouted out to young Rama 
of the soldier caste: 

“Ho! youth of prowess! I have heard of 
thy deeds, that thou dost surpass me, and hast 
broken the bow of Shiv. So I bring thee the bow 
of Vishnu, who is more powerful than the Three- 
Eyed-One! String it and wield it, if thou canst, 
DaDys us 

Then Rama the warrior laughed, and said 
lightly : 

“A Brahman’s deeds, no doubt are fine, 
Yet soldier’s are not base ; 


[ll teach thee not to jibe or jeer 
At me or at my race.” 


And with that, taking Vishnu’s mighty bow which 
was held out to him, he strung it with ease, and 
fixing an arrow to it said calmly: 

“What shall I reduce to naught’ with the 
powerful arrow that never hitteth fruitlessly ? ”’ 
Then Rama the Brahman, much abashed, feeling 
his power gone before the superior power of the 
youthful hero, chose to have his ascetic merit 
destroyed, and thereupon, shorn of half his 
powers, he repaired to the dwelling on the moun- 
tains. 
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So the wedding party proceeded to Ayéddhya, 
which was graced around with standards bearing 
pennons ; and the whole city was lovely to behold, 
with its highways watered and beauteous and 
sprinkled with flowers, and crowded with citizens 
bearing auspicious gifts, all looking cheerful and 
gay, while trumpets and conches and drums 
resounded to the skies. 

So everyone was happy, and Rama and Sita 
most of all, for he had dedicated his heart to her, 
and she by her loveliness and by her perfections 
even more than by her beauty, enhanced his joy 
and completely read his inmost sentiments. 


CHAPTER IV 
THE EXILE OF RAMA 


Now all went merrily for some time, and King 
Dasaratha was never tired of honouring Rama 
and his shadow Laksmana who, their wanderings 
over, remained at the court of Ayédhya, while 
Bharat and Satrughna, his shadow, returned to 
live with their maternal uncle, the Lord-of-the- 
Kekayas. 

Now Rama was foremost in every virtue and 
incomparable on earth, feeling kindly towards 
everyone, therefore everyone in their turn held 
him in dear regard. So, seeing the Prince thus 
crowned with every gift, King Dasaratha made up 
his mind to confer on him the dignity of Heir- 
Apparent to the throne. Thus, calling together 
all the Princes, and nobles, and peoples, he ex- 
plained to them that, feeling he needed a rest, he 
meant to renounce his toil by reposing in Rama 
the task of government. Whereupon all, ex- 
ceedingly delighted, seconded the thought even 
as peacocks dance at sight of a mighty mass of 
clouds showering down welcome rain. 

Now, owing to a lucky conjunction in the stars, 
the installation was fixed for the morrow, and 
all was hustle and bustle to get everything in 
order. The workmen worked all night, and the 
dawn found Ayédhya well watered, gay with 
pennons, and strewn with pink and white lotus. 
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And the doorways were all fresh painted and hung 
with garlands, while the temples resounded with 
musical instruments and the singing of Vedic 
chants. 

Now it so happened that an old hump-backed 
woman who had been nurse to Queen Kaikeya, 
the mother of absent Prince Bharat, entered the 
city that morning, and finding it so gaily decorated, 
asked the cause, and on being told it was in honour 
of Prince Rama’s installation as heir, she straight- 
way hurried and found Queen Kaikeya, who was 
the king’s favourite and most beautiful wife, still 
indolent upon her excellent bed. So burning 
with ire Manthara the hump-back roused her 
roughly, saying : 

“Up! senseless one! This is no time for 
rest—a great danger approacheth thee.’’ So in 
the bitterest of words she pointed out what 
Rama’s preferment meant to his brothers. But 
Kaikeya put her words by, replying that Rama 
was as dear to her as her own son Bharat, and, 
also, was more fitted to rule well. 

Then Manthara craftily changed her tune. 
That might be so, she said, but had the Queen 
considered how much her co-wife Kausalya would 
benefit by her son being heir? She would be 
paramount; even the old King would be under 
her sway, and where would be the power of 
Kaikeya—the power she had wielded for so many 
years ? 

Now what affection for her child had failed to 
bring, jealousy succeeded in arousing. Kaikeya 
flamed up in wrath, and wept in despite. Then 
Manthara, cunning as a snake, comforted her, 
telling her she had it in her power to compel 
King Dasaratha to do as she wished. 

“For,” said she, ‘‘dost remember how in 
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the days when you and I nursed him back to life 
from the wounds that struck him down when he 
fought the Asuras, he promised you with oaths 
that he would grant you two boons whenever you 
chose to ask for them? Ask for them now ! 
And let one be the banishment of Rama to the 
woods and wastes; the other the installation of 
Bharat as Heir-Apparent.”’ 

Hearing this, Kaikeya was comforted, and the 
two women, laying their heads together, thought 
out a plan by which they could best reach their 
aim. So Kaikeya cast oft her ornaments, dis- 
hevelled her hair, and putting on a garment of 
woe, threw herself down in the anger-chamber 
that was reserved for Queens in a passion. 

Now Dasaratha, coming to the inner apart- 
ments as usual, intent on telling his dearest dear— 
who was as the very apple of his eye—the glad 
news of Rama’s installation, found them empty. 
There was no sweet, loving, complaisant wife to 
welcome him. So going to the anger-chamber he 
found her in tears, prostrate. Then ensued a 
crafty, artful scene in which, during the whole 
night, the jealous queen worked upon the King’s 
honour and affection, until, worn out and utterly 
miserable, he found it impossible to escape from 
the noose of his own promise. 

So the dawn broke, the sun arose, and the 
sacred astral hour for the installation arrived. 
And all things necessary for it had been collected. 
Water from the confluence of the Ganges and 
Jumna; golden jars adorned with fig-leaves and 
lotus to hold it ; excellent seats of fig-wood ; honey, 
curd, clarified butter, sacrificial grass, war ele- 
pants, milk, flowers, eight unmarried girls ex- 
quisitely beautiful, a magnificent white chowri 
crested with jewels, a brilliantly-ornamented and 
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beautiful white umbrella resembling the disc of the 
moon, and, most important ofall, a well-adorned 
four-toothed horse, and a bull with a high hump. 

The whole city was astir, and brimming over 
with joy. Full were the streets with happy citizens, 
and as Prince Rama issued from his palace in order 
to obey the summons of his father, looking like 
to the full Moon, roars of welcome arose amid 
the panegyrics of the court eulogists. And none 
of all the city dreamt of evil. Neither did Rama, 
until, passing into the inner apartments, he found 
the King almost paralysed with grief and shame, 
seated beside Kaikeya, the Queen, whose face was 
full of malicious triumph. 

And the King did not speak one word; but 
that mattered not, for Queen Kaikeya spoke for 
him, and this is what she said : 

“ Of old, O Rama, thy father out of grati- 
tude did confer on me two boons. And now I 
have claimed them. And the first boon is the 
installation of my son Bharat to the heirship ; 
and the second is the departure of Rama, Kausal- 
ya’s son into the wilds and wastes this very day. 
O great one, see these wishes of your father be 
carried out, and save his honour by redeeming his 
oath to me!” 

Now, though these words came as a shock to 
Rama, he bore himself with dignity, and setting 
his lip he bowed and said : 

“So be it, if it be indeed my father’s wish. 
Yet would I ask him wherefore he receives me not, 
as ever, with joy and gladness. Gladly will I 
obey his behests; therefore receive me, father, 
as a beloved son!”’ 

But this was more than the old king could bear, 
and distracted by sorrow he swooned away. So 
leaving him to the care of the women, Rama 
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repaired to his own palace ; but the bad news had 
spread like wildfire, and there was uproar in the 
city and in the women’sapartments. Yet through 
it all Rama showed calm and dignified, making 
preparations to live in the forest without a murmur. 

Now Sita, loving and kind, wanted to follow 
Rama ; yet he would not listen, until at last, over- 
come by her tears and her persistence, he con- 
sented ; and she prepared joyfully to put aside 
her silken robes and her jewels, and attire herself 
in skins and bark. But her friends would not 
hear of it, and even King Dasaratha, overcome as 
he was by Queen Kaikeya’s subtlety, agreed that 
naught had been promised regarding Sita, there- 
fore she was free to go as a Princess to the 
woods. 

Thus with silken robes and jewels galore, 
sufficient to outlast the fourteen years of Rama’s 
exile, Sita set forth in a golden chariot with 
her husband and Laksmana, his shadow, in ascetic 
dresses of bark; and Queen Kaikeya had to weep 
her tears of despite in solitude, for the whole 
city was in uproar over Rama’s departure. 

But he, dignified and calm, took leave of his 
father with all a good son’s affection, telling the 
old King that he rejoiced in enabling his parent 
to keep his vow, that the fourteen years would soon 
pass, and that then they would be reunited. 

Now Rama’s chariot was followed by hundreds 
of thousands of citizens, all desirous of going where 
he went; but Rama, seeing this, determined to 
prevent it and so fulfil the promise absolutely, 
that he should live solitary in the wastes, and wilds, 
and woods. 

Therefore, at the very first halting place, he 
rose up when all were asleep, and bidding the 
charioteer drive a devious course to throw them off 
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the scent, escaped from all save Sita and Laks- 
mana. 

So, after some wandering, they built them- 
selves a cottage, thatched with leaves, on the 
pleasant slopes of wooded Chitrakita, and here 
they lived upon the game, the fruits and the 
abounding wild plants that grew in profusion. 
And Sita in her silken robes and flashing orna- 
ments sported in the cool shade, and plucked the 
perfumed flowers, looking like some beautiful 
nymph or gay butterfly. 

So all these were happy and contented, scarcely 
regretting the palaces of Ayddhya. 


CHAPTER V 
HOW BHARAT REFUSED THE KINGDOM 


Now King Dasaratha, half-crazed with grief, 
ceased not to bewail his sons. Nor would he 
look any longer at crafty Kaikeya,beautiful though 
she was, but turning to Kausalya sought com- 
fort from the mother of Rama. 

That, however, was of little use, and, bowed 
down by sorrow and remorse, the old King, spent 
by the violence of his emotions, departed this 
life. 

Now Bharat was summoned to Ayodhya as 
if by the order of his father, but the envoys were 
bidden to say naught of Rama’s exile, the late 
monarch’s demise, or the purpose for which 
Bharat was desired. Bharat, however, had 
had a bad dream concerning his father, and, 
journeying in hot haste, was full of fears and evil 
anticipations. And when, on arriving at the 
palace, he found these anticipations justified, he 
gave way to transports of rage and denounced his 
mother Kaikeya and bade her hide her head and 
be no more seen; while Satrughna, his shadow, 
fell upon the original deviser of the plot against 
Rama, and beat the hump-backed Manthara 
unmercifully. 

But what injured these wicked women more 


than blows or words was Bharat’s instant refusal 
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of the crown. Never, he said, would he oust 
Rama, his dear, eldest brother. He was the 
rightful King and he, Bharat, would only assume 
leadership in order to seek out his brother and 
bring him back in triumph to the throne. 

To do this in royal fashion he collected a vast 
army of artizans and workmen, and commanded 
them to lay out a level road and build bridges 
and provide for water by digging wells and con- 
structing tanks. So, day by day, the tents of 
the virtuous Bharat fulfilled with brotherly 
love, were pitched in pleasant places, and, sur- 
rounded by entrenchments and encircled by 
towers and walls, looked like the city of Indra 
itself. 

Yet ever the rumour ran before him that he 
had come, not to re-instate Rama in the kingdom, 
but to kill him and so make the deprivation more 
sure. Thus, more than once, doubtless influenced 
by the crafty Kaikeya, the people of the country 
outwitted his pursuit and induced the exiles to 
go further and further into the woods. And more 
than once Bharat found traces of his brother in 
the woods: the tumbled grass on which he had 
lain, the fragments of his frail garments; and 
being overcome at the idea that Rama should 
sleep on the bare ground and be dressed in bark, 
he himself foreswore comfort and royal robes. So, 
after that, the strange sight was seen of a royal 
retinue headed by an ascetic with matted hair. 

Now at last Bharat arrived at the hermitage 
of Bharadvaja, chief of ascetics, and, leaving his 
army behind, went to pay his respects to that 
good man. Now Bharadvaja it was who had 
advised Rama to build the cottage on Chitrakuta, 
and he spoke sharply to his visitor. 

“What dost thou here?” he asked. “ Art 
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thou not King? Why dost pursue the sinless 
one Rama? ”’ 

Then Bharat replied: ‘“O reverend one! 
Believe not what my mother sayeth of me! My 
one desire is to find my brother, and take him back 
right royally to reign at Ayddhya.” 

Hearing this the sage was greatly pleased, and, 
commanding Bharat to summon his forces, 
proceeded to entertain them by his unrivalled 
ascetic energy. The whole forest became an en- 
trancing garden filled with flowers and fruit. 
Music echoed in the cool and perfumed air. 
Majestic palaces sprang up as if by magic, and 
every variety of food in washed and bright vessels 
was displayed to tempt the appetite. There 
were goblets of gold and silver by thousands, 
all graced with garlands and filled with sweet 
essences of fruits; and dishes piled with stews 
and curries made of the flesh of goats and bears 
with white rice. And there were reservoirs of 
water with easy descents for the cattle, and tender 
plots of green grass for their grazing ; and some 
of the tanks were filled with savoury butter-milk 
and sweet syrup. 

So nothing lacked ; and shouting aloud “‘ This 
is heaven!’ the soldiers began to dance and sing, 
and laugh and eat the ambrosial viands. 

Now the next morning, much refreshed, 
Bharat and his retinue set out for Chitrakita, 
having been told by the sage where Rama his 
brother was to be found. 

And at long last, having left his army behind 
him, he found that Mighty One seated on the floor 
of the cottage, clad in a black deer skin, and beside 
him Sita in her silken robes and jewels; and 
falling on the ground he worshipped them both. 

Then Rama spoke, saying : 
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“For what is this visit of thine? Why with 
matted locks and clad in bark leavest thou thy 
kingdom ? ”’ 

And Bharat replied : ‘“‘ Not mine the kingdom, 
but thine! ”’ 

Then he recited all that had occurred, and 
together they mourned their father’s death. 

But when Bharat besought his elder brother 
to return and rule, Rama denied him, saying : 

“ Not so should I fulfil my father’s oath. Here 
in the forest I must stay for fourteen years.” 

And, having failed to shake his purpose, 
Bharat at last said: 

“Be it so! Give me thy golden sandals 
which thou dost wear. These will I set on the 
throne, making over to them the honour and glory 
of kingship, while I, in matted locks and garments 
of bark, wait at the gate of the city, looking for 
thy return and protecting thy people. And if 
thou come not when the fourteen years are passed, 
then will I enter fire.’’ 

Thus he departed with the golden sandals, 
and, having reached Aydédhya, he placed those 
sandals on the place of honour, and taking the 
royal umbrella from the attendants, held it over 
them, saying : 

“ These sandals represent the dear feet of the 
Exalted One! Lo! they are given me withthe 
kingdom in love, as a trust. When Rama returns 
I will replace them on his dear feet. Till then I 
govern as vice-regent from without the city.” 


CHAPTER VI 
HOW RAMA FOUGHT THE RANGERS-OF-THE-NIGHT 


Now, after Bharat had left, taking with him 
Rama’s golden sandals, the exiles resumed their 
pleasant, peaceful life in the woods, and hand in 
hand, Sita in her silken robes, and Rama in his 
dress of bark and matted hair, would range the 
forests and spend happy days together admiring 
the mountains, the valleys, the rivers, the meads, 
the flowers, the birds and the beasts—yea ! 
everything on earth. 

But after a time the Demon- -Rangers-of-the- 
Night began to get more and more troublesome. 
They did not molest Rama’s hermitage, being 
doubtless afraid of his reputation as Rakshasa- 
killer, but they troubled the other ascetics of the 
forest greatly. Now the antics of these Night- 
Rangers were manifold; and, in addition to dis- 
turbing sacrifices, some of the bolder ones actually 
carried off and devoured the priests! One of 
them, indeed, used to assume the form of a learned 
Brahman, and, speaking Sanskrit, invite the 
hermits to a feast in honour of the dead. Then 
he would make his brother assume the form of a 
sheep, which he cooked in delicious curries and 
stews. And then, when the anchorites had eaten 
their fill, he would call on his brother to come out; 
and out he would come, bleating with laughter, 

196 


A Tale of Indian Heroes 197 


and rending the stomachs of the unfortunate 
guests in so doing. 

This was not to be stood, and the hermits 
in a body petitioned Rama to resume his role of 
Rakshasa-killer. 

He was nothing loth; so he and Laksmana 
waged war against the Rangers-of-the-Night, 
rather to Sita’s distaste, especially after their 
encounter with a fat-smeared monster named 
Viradha who very nearly succeeded, first in carry- 
ing her off, and then—disarming the two heroes— 
in laying them both like a couple of babies on his 
ample shoulders and making off with them. 
Whereupon Sita piteously implored the monster 
to take her instead, and the sound of her dear, 
clear voice arousing those heroes from their 
stupor, they attacked the monster with their 
fists and succeeded in breaking his arms and legs. 
But they could not kill him, so digging a pit 
they rolled him into it, and burned him half- 
alive. 

It was after this that Sita warned her husband 
of the sinfulness of unnecessary hostilities, and 
urged him to lay aside his weapons, the mere 
carrying of which was enough to kindle the desire 
to use them. To which Rama replied that 
soldiers ever carried weapons in order that the 
word “‘distressed’’ might not be known upon 
earth. 

That finished the argument; but events 
proved that the lovely Sita was right ; for, though 
the years passed pleasantly enough, the brothers 
at last became involved in war with a whole 
brood of giants and giantesses, who lived on the 
banks of the Godavari river. Now one of these 
giantesses, by name Sirpanakha, fell madly in 
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love with Rama, and offered to be his wife. She 
was ugly as sin, and he, jeeringly said: 

“Gentle one, I am already married! But 
this younger brother of mine is unwed. Ask 
bine 

So the Rakshsi, seeing Laksmana was also 
beautiful to behold, asked him to take her as 
wife; and he, also with a smile, replied : 

“OQ supremely charming lady, I am_ but 
slave to my brother. He is the man _ for 
ouk 4 

Bandied thus from one to the other, the Rak- 
shsi lost her temper and crying aloud: “ To-day, 
you both looking on, I will eat up this unsightly, 
lean, human female!’’ rushed on Sita. 

This was too much, and Laksmana, drawing 
his sword, cut off Stirpanakha’s nose and ears. 
She bled profusely, and howling with rage fled to 
her brother the Chief-of-the-Giants. Thus war 
began. Now these terrible monsters had the power 
of changing their forms at will; but neither this 
nor their numbers availed against the valour of 
Rama, who, single-handed—for he sent Sita to an 
inaccessible cave under the guardianship of Laks- 
mana—killed fourteen thousand in one day. 
Eventually, after many blood-curdling combats, 
he slew all but one of the giants. 

But, unfortunately, the love-sick Sirpanakha 
had another string to her bow. She was not only 
sister to the chief of the Jodabari giants, she was 
also sister to the mighty ten-armed, ten-headed 
Ravana himself! Ravana, the richest person in 
the world, brother to the Lord-of-Wealth. There- 
fore, so soon as Sirpanakha realised that all 
her champions had been slain, she transported 
herself to Lanka, where Ravana held his court, 
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and throwing her veil aside to show her mutilated 
face, cast herself at his feet. 

Now Ravana was seated outside his palace of 
untold magnificence on a supreme golden seat, 
wearing gorgeous apparel and ornaments, and 
decked by glorious garlands. And his eyes were 
flaming and expansive, and his twenty hands 
gripped tightly at all things surrounding him. 
But he only lolled in his seat, and smiled at his 
sister’s condition. Then Sirpanakha grew angry, 
and flinging out her arms cried: 

“O idler! awake! Danger is at thy door. 
Rama who hath killed half the Rakshasa in the 
world, is capable of killing thee! ”’ 

And still Ravana lolled and smiled. Then 
Sirpanakha changed her tune, bethinking her of 
Sita and her thousand-and-one charms. So, 
knowing how keen Ravana was ever to possess 
beauty, she began artfully to catalogue the 
Princess’ perfections: her curly hair and golden 
complexion, her slender waist and taper fingers, 
winding up with the assertion that the possession 
of such a wife made even the wilderness bearable 
to Rama, and that ifrevenge was wanted for the 
destruction of the Rakshasa host, Ravana could 
do no better than abduct Sita and make her his 
wife. 

Ravana fell only too easily into the trap, and 
almost before Sirpanakhé realised she had won, he 
was off in his magic car to see if his sister’s words 
were true. 

Now this magic car was a very wonderful car. 
Made of palest gold, it was adorned with spectral 
faces, and without noise, or wings or wheels, it 
could carry people whither they would go through 
the air. 
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And as it flew northwards, Ravana saw all 
the beauties of the world stretched out at his 
feet. He saw the shore of the sea with heaps of 
pearls drying in the sun, and red coral piled in 
hillocks. And he saw mighty crags and valleys 
scattered with blossoming and fruiting trees, and 
watered by deep pellucid pools, and he saw all the 
wealth of all the worlds : its money and its gold, 
and its jewels, and he laughed to himself, thinking 
how powerful he was. 

So he passed over the world till he came to 
the asylum of a Rakshasa named Mé§richa, to 
whom he said: 

“O Ranger-of-the-Night, hearken unto my 
command. Do thou assume the form of a golden 
deer, wonderful exceedingly. A golden deer 
spotted with silver, whose horns are made of jewels, 
whose hooves are like onyx, whose face is 
like a red lotus, its belly like a sapphire, its tail 
the diversified hue of the rainbow. Then do thou 
range in this form within Sita’s vision and she, 
being woman, will desire to have the strange 
creature. Then Rama, ever desirous of pleasing 
her, will sally forth to hunt it, leaving his wife 
alone. Then, if his brother be there, must 
thou, from a distance, simulating Rama’s voice, 
call loudly for help, so the brother will go also, 
and I shall with easy felicity be able to carry 
Olisoita. 

Now at first Maricha refused to have aught to 
do with the plan. Rama, he said, was too good a 
shot ; to venture near him was dangerous. To 
which Ravana replied curtly : 

“ Truly thou wilt risk thy life by going near 
Rama ; but sure destruction is thine if thou dost 
not obey my behest, for I will kill thee,” 
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After which there was no more to be said, and 
Maricha consenting, Ravana took him up in his 
car, and urged it, swift and noiseless, towards the 
wooded slopes of Chitrakuta. 


CHAPTER VII 
HOW RAVANA STOLE SITA 


Now Sita, attired in a yellow silken robe and 
adorned with blazing jewels, was collecting flowers 
in a glade close to the hermitage, looking as she 
did so like some gay, sportive butterfly flitting 
over the blossoms, when she caught sight of that 
marvellous golden deer. Immensely pleased, she 
called naturally to her husband: 

“Do thou come quick! Come quick! Get 
me yonder deer, I pray thee! Saw I never the 
like.”’ 

And Rama, looking at its spots of silver, its 
jewelled horns, its hooves of onyx, its lotus face, its 
sapphire belly, and its tail diversified with rain- 
bow hues, admitted that he also had never seen 
the like. But Laksmana, ever cautious, bade 
them beware lest it should be but an illusion. 
Sita, however, paid no attention to the warning, 
and said coaxingly : 

“It hath attracted my mind utterly ; get it 
for me, I pray thee, O my husband, alive or 
dead.” 

Then Rama smiled at her and said to his 
brother: “‘ If what thou sayest be true and it is 
an illusion of the Rangers-of-the-Night, then is it 
my duty to killit ; and if not, doth not Sita desire 
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it? Remain thou, therefore, to protect her in 
my absence. I go to catch or kill that deer.”’ 

With that he sallied out, duly equipped for 
the chase. But the deer eluded him. Some- 
times it was to beseen; sometimes it disappeared ; 
anon it was quite close, luring Rama onwards, 
then, when the arrow was fixed to the bow, being 
lost to view. At last Rama, becoming wroth, 
shot a blazing arrow at it from a great distance. 
But he hit the mark ; the deer fell to the ground 
where it assumed demon shape and expired, 
crying aloud in Rama’s very voice : 

“Help! Help! Laksmana! Sita! Help! 
Help !”’ 

Now being still close to the hermitage, the 
cry was heard there quite distinctly, and Sita, 
terribly distressed, begged Laksmana to go at 
once to his brother’s succour. But once again 
Laksmana, using his brain, replied : 

“Not so, lady! Rama is invincible, not to 
be overcome by any, be he mortal or demon. 
And he bade me remain to guard you, and I remain.”’ 

Hearing these words, Sita became greatly 
incensed, and stamping her foot, cried : “ Unworthy 
one! For thine own ends dost thou wish Rama 
evil. In the garb of a brother thou art his 


enemy.” 
Then Laksmana, saluting her with joined hands 
replied: “ Thou art a very goddess unto me, O 


my sister, therefore I dare not resent thy words. 
So I go and may the forest deities protect thee in 
my absence.” 

Thus he went, and Sita was left alone weeping 
for very dread at the door of the hermitage. 

Now no sooner had Laksmana gone than, 
through her tears, she saw a wandering mendi- 
cant approaching, dressed in a saffron cloth and 
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bearing a white umbrella. Seeing that he was a 
Brahman, Sita, ever attentive to her religious 
duties, rose to greet him respectfully and, offering 
him a seat, brought water to wash his feet. 

Now the mendicant was none other than 
Ravana. Wishing to please, he had renounced 
his ten heads and ten arms, showing as a hand- 
some youth of courteous manners. And he, gazing 
hard at Sita with tender solicitude, said: 

““O beauteous maid, who art thou that thus 
in wildest forest appear garbed in the garb of 
palaces? Art not afraid, O thou of gentle 
smiles, of wild beasts and Rangers-of-the- 
Night ? ”’ 

Then Sita, looking at him surprised and dis- 
tasteful, answered shortly: ‘‘I am the wife of 
Rama. Who he is, both the wild beasts aS the 
Rangers-of-the- Night know full well.”’ 

But Ravana, because of her great bane was 
struck by the shaft of love, and seizing her hand 
began thus: 

“Never have I seen one like thee! This is 
no place for such loveliness. Come with me to 
my great city, Lanka, encircled by the seas. 
There shalt thou walk safely in gardens gay with 
the rarest flowers; there shalt thou be mistress 
of all the wealth of all the world.” 

Then Sita, drawing back, said sharply: ‘‘ Dost 
wish to lick a razor with thy tongue? Dost wish 
to swim the ocean with a stone tied to thy neck ? 
Dost wish to rob the skies of Sun and Moon, or 
bind a flaming fire with muslin, that thou dost 
wish to have me, the wife of Rama? R&ama, who 
is as different from thee as a lion is toa jackal. 
Go thy way, fool!” 

Then Ravana, much enraged, hoping to terrify 
her, assumed his own shape, and that Ranger- 
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of-the-Night with his ten heads and full of anger 
looked awful. 

“ Foolish girl!” he cried. ‘“‘ Know me as 
brother to .the Lord-of-Wealth. If thou wilt 
not come willingly I take thee by force.” And 
with that, seizing her by her hair and her middle, 
he raised her into the air despite her struggles. 
Then in an instant the magic car Pirpaka 
appeared, and there she was wailing aloud on 
Ravana’s lap as it sped like a bird through the 
clouds. 

“O Rama ! Rama !”’ she cried without ceasing ; 
but there was none to hear. 

Now after a time, as they sped over a mighty 
mountain, she discerned, sleeping on a storm- 
struck tree on its top, the King-of-the-Eagles, 
Jatayus by name. So she called piteously: 

“OQ Jatayus! Thou art too old to deliver 
me from Ravana, but in mercy tell my husband 
what hath happened, and he will avenge me.” 

Now Jatayus was sixty thousand years old, 
but, awakening with Sita’s cry, he felt the fire of 
youth flame afresh in his old veins and, with a 
hideous scream of rage, he at once attacked the 
ten-headed Ranger-of-the-Night. And great was 
the battle that ensued, Ravana fighting with 
sword and shield, bow and arrow; the Eagle King 
with his beak and talons. He tore the monster 
from his chariot, so that with Sita still on his lap, 
Ravana fell to earth. Leaving her there for the 
moment, the demon rose high in the air again and 
recommenced the combat. And the mighty 
Jatayus swooped on his ten necks and tore them 
with beak and talons, while his wide wings beat 
at his body. But Jatayus was old, he wearied, 
and though he tore off Ravana’s ten arms they 
grew again ina moment ; so at last, overpowered, 
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he fell, and Ravana, descending to earth, cut off 
his wings and legs, and seizing Sita once more 
continued on his wicked way. 

Now a little farther, Sita, still weeping and 
wailing on Ravana’s lap, descried a group of 
monkeys stationed on a mountain-top and be- 
thought her of trying to send a message by them 
to tell Rama who it was who had carried her off. 
So she loosened her gold-gleaming silken sheet 
that, as she sped through the clouds of sunset, 
showed like a flash of lightning, and unperceived 
by Ravana let it float earthwards. Then those 
monkeys with tawny winkless eyes observing the 
flash, looked up and saw the silent, magic chariot 
soaring southwards, and saw the ten-necked 
Ranger-of-the-Night speeding towards Lanka with 
the beautiful Sita on his lap. And seeing, they 
wondered ; and gathering up the gold-gleaming 
silken veil the chief of them said: 

“We will keep it against the time that ven- 
geance follows, since where Ravana is, evil is 
sure to be, and it will bring revenge.” 

Nowere the King-of-the-Night-Rangers reached 
Lanka he had to cross the ocean, and as he crossed 
it the very waves were still from grief, seeing Sita 
lying unconscious from terror in his lap, and the 
demi-gods who hide amid the clouds whispered 
ever : 

“O Ravana, this is thy End. O Ravana, 
thou carryest thy Death! ” 

But he heeded not, being full of delight. So 
passing through that city of incomparable splen- 
dour he bore his prize to his own inner apart- 
ment, giving it in charge of female demons of 
terrible visages with these words : 

‘Let no man or woman behold Sita without 
my permission. And I command that, should 
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she ask for pearls, or rubies, or gold, or apparel 
the same shall be given her. And remember, she 


who should say aught unpleasant to Sita, holds 
her life cheap.” 


CHAPTER VIII 
HOW RAMA SOUGHT FOR SITA 


Now Laksmana, sad at heart because of Sita’s 
unkind words, sought Rama in the forest, and 
found him returning to the hermitage in hot 
haste and full of forebodings concerning the 
Rakshasa’s dying cry for help ; and when he saw 
his brother approaching, these fears were doubled, 
and he began at once to reproach Laksmana with 
having left his charge alone. Then, hurrying 
home, they were both overcome with grief at 
finding it empty. And Rama, well nigh dis- 
tracted, roamed the forest glades calling for his 
dear one, and asking each tree and flower if they 
had no news of one who had loved them so well. 
But all was silence. 

Then he called on all God’s creatures, on the 
beasts and birds, to aid him in trying to find her ; 
and there was silence again save for a golden 
squirrel that sprang to his shoulder and chirruped 
assent. For in those days the little palm squirrels 
were golden all over so that they looked like flashes 
of light as they sported merrily amongst the green 
foliage, or lay lazing in the Sun after the manner 
of squirrels to this day. Now Rama, seeing the 
little creature so ready and so brave, smiled even 
amid his tears, and he said: 

“Nay ! little one, thou art too tender for war 
and death. Live thou to show mankind how 
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beautiful a thing is life that holds no thought 
but sunshine.” 

So saying, he laid his hand on the tiny creature 
to bless it. And lo! his fingers tarnished the 
golden coat, so that ever since then, the palm 
squirrels have had the four black marks of Rama’s 
four fingers upon their backs to show that even 
the happiest life is clouded by the touch of 
care. 

Now after this Laksmana bid him rouse him- 
self from grief and begin the search for the lost 
Sita. So they started together; Rama asking 
all things piteously : ‘‘ Where is Sita ? Where 
is my beloved ?’’ And because a herd of deer 
stood as if listening to the cry, and then turned 
southwards, they followed them, seeking ever for 
some trace, some clue. 

Now after a time they came to the place where 
Jatayus the King-of-the-Eagles had fought with 
the King-of-the-Night-Rangers, and where the 
ground was strewn with broken weapons and with 
some of Sita’s golden ornaments. On this Rama 
was overwhelmed with grief and rage, and seeing 
the blood-stained body of the mighty bird lying 
as if asleep, Rama cried passionately : 

“Lo! She hath been devoured by this terrible 
Rakshasa who sleeps after his horrid feast.”’ 
So, fitting an arrow to his bow, he was about to 
slay the monster when Jatayus, who still breathed 
said in a dying voice: 

‘ Kill not one who hath fought for thy beloved 
whom Ravana hath carried off.”’ 

Hearing these words, Rama fell at the dying 
bird’s feet and besought him to tell him more. 
But death was too close. Jatayus could only 
murmur : 

“ Ravana, brother to the Lord-of-Wealth.”’ 
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Then with a quiver he lay still and gave up his 
life. 

So the brothers, leaving his body there, went 
on their way, Rama saying cheerlessly : 

‘Ravana hath carried off my beloved. Who 
is Ravana? Where is he to be found?” 

Now as they journeyed through the trackless 
forest there came a sound as of a roaring mighty 
wind against which they could scarcely stand. 
So fighting their way onwards, they came upon a 
shapeless mass of flesh, devoid of head or neck. 
One huge eye like to a flaming fire with long yellow 
lashes glared at them from the breastbone of the 
awesome trunk, while from the wide mouth set 
in the belly came the roaring breath. And two 
curling arms, reaching round, gathered every 
living creature to its maw. Then in an instant 
it seized upon the brothers, crushing them with 
all its strength; but Rama, nothing daunted, 
telling Laksmana that it was no soldier’s job to 
kill one who was headless and therefore helpless, 
cut off its arms and straightway the foul beast 
fell flat on the ground, roaring with all its might: 

“Who are ye? Say! Who are ye, ranging 
this forest of mine? ”’ 

Then Laksmana replied: ‘‘We be Rama 
and Laksmana of the soldier tribe, searching for 
Sita who hath been carried off by one Ravana of 
your tribe, O Ranger-of-the-Night.”’ 

Then that terrible eye of the Rakshasa with its 
yellow lashes wept tears of joy, and the huge 
mouth cried : 

““O Good betide ye both! Lo! my deliver- 
ance is at hand. Cursed was I with this terrific 
form by the Great God Indra until such time as 
two heroes shall cut off mine arms in battle, and 
burning me alive, free my soul for Paradise. 
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Therefore, I pray thee collect wood and burn me 
quick.” 

Then Rama said: ‘“ That will we not do until 
_ thou, Rakshasa, divulge to us the abode of Ravana 
who is called King-of-the-Night-Rangers.”’ 

Then the monster sighed a sigh that shook the 
trees. ‘‘ Having no head,” it replied, ‘‘ how can 
I remember aught ? Burn me, I pray thee, and I 
promise to tell thee of something that will aid 
ye in your quest.” 

So Laksmana and Rama kindled a funeral pyre, 
and the vivid flames thereof burnt the huge and 
corpulent monster like a lump of butter. And 
lo! out of the midst of the smokeless fire there 
arose a graceful celestial figure, robed in white 
and garlanded with flowers. And the vision as it 
disappeared into High Heaven spoke these words : 

“ Repair thou to the mountain called Rishya- 
Mukha. There wilt thou meet with the Lord-of- 
Monkeys, Sugriva, of unmeasurable prowess, 
truthful vows, humble, patient, expert, intelligent, 
bold, graceful. He will befriend and aid thee 
in thy search for Sita. Lo! Whether on the 
summit of Mount Meru or in the region under 
the earth, Sugriva the Lord-of-Monkeys will 
give thee back thy blameless wife and kill all 
the Rangers-of-the-Night.”’ 

Thus saying, the liberated one was seen only 
as a great radiance in the sky, and Rama and 
Laksmana, greatly comforted, started at once 
for the mountain called Rishya-Mukha. 


CHAPTER Ix 


RAMA MAKES FRIENDS WITH SUGRIVA, THE LORD-OF- 
MONKEYS 


Now on the way, the heroes came to the Lake 
Rampa and here they bathed among the red and 
white lotuses, and rested themselves from their 
journeyings. But Rama never ceased to bewail 
his separation from Sita, and every bird and tree 
and flower in that beautiful spot reminded him 
of his lost darling. So by Laksmana’s advice, 
they pressed on to their goal. 

Now as they entered the monkey country 
the denizens thereof fled before them, being 
afraid. For Sugriva, the Lord-of-Monkeys, was 
at war with his brother, and having been defeated 
by him, was in hiding in the forests. And the 
sight of the two armed heroes gave rise to dread 
lest they had been sent by the victor to capture 
Sugriva. 

But there was one monkey, named Hunuman, 
gifted with wisdom beyond his kind, and he said : 

““ Judgment with knowledge is better than 
judgment without it. If it please, I will go 
disguised to these heroes and find out their 
intentions.” 

Thus in the semblance of a wandering beggar 
he appeared before Rama and Laksmana, and 
duly greeting them, poured forth a flood of beauti- 
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ful compliments couched in the purest Sanskrit ; 
for Hunuman was a monkey of many attain- 
ments.”’ 

Now on this Rama wondered, saying to his 
brother: ‘‘ This man hath surely studied all the 
grammars for, see you, he hath not used a single 
inelegant word, though he hath addressed us 
with so many. Let us trust him; since his 
tongue would move even an enemy with sword 
uplifted.” 

So they told Hunuman their purpose, and he, 
delighted, assured them of his master’s help; 
for, being wise, he thought to himself : “ If Sugriva 
aids these heroes they will aid him to recover his 
Kingdom.’ Then bidding them not be alarmed 
he resumed his monkey shape (whereat they were 
the more astonished that a beast should be so 
full of learning) and, mounting them on his back, 
he sprang in one leap to the Malaya hill whither 
Sugriva had retreated. Arrived there, he, with 
more eloquence, related all to his master. Indeed, 
such was his persuasive power that, in a trice, 
those two, Rama and Sugriva, were swearing 
eternal friendship with due ceremony. For Hunu- 
man produced fire by rubbing two pieces of wood 
together, and after worshipping it with flowers, 
placed it between the two, bidding them clasp 
hands and walk round it. Thus the rite being 
complete, he made an arbour of perfumed and 
blossoming branches, and seating the friends 
therein, bade them discourse. Which they did. 

And Sugriva said to Rama: “ Yea! I will 
bring thee back thy beloved. She, it must have 
been who dropped this scarf of golden silk and 
these ornaments from the sky when she was 
being carried off.”’ 

Then Rama, recognising these things, began to 
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weep, and bade Laksmana recognise them also ; 
but that most virtuous one replied : 

‘Brother, I know not the fashion of her 
earrings, or the colour of her scarf ; my eyes were 
ever at her feet; but let us haste and find out 
from thy friend where Ravana lives.” 

Now this the Monkey-King did not know ; 
but he promised speedily to find out, if Rama, 
meanwhile, would aid him against his wicked 
brother Vali, who had doomed him to exile. 

And this Rama did. 

Now in the joy of recovering what he had lost 
it seemed as if Sugriva had forgotten his promise. 
Then the rainy season came on during which 
journeying is impossible. Thus Rama, chafing 
much at the delay, had perforce to give up his 
search for the time, though he never ceased 
bewailing his beloved Sita, or reproaching the 
Monkey-King for his slackness. But when the 
lakes and ponds and marshes began to dry up, 
Sugriva’s energy returned, and he sent out millions 
on millions of his monkey subjects of all colours, 
white, yellow, green, brown and red, and he sent 
them east, west, north and south to search for the 
dwelling of Ravana the King-of-the-Night-Rangers. 

Now the command of the southern expedition 
was given to Hunuman, the wisest and the most 
learned of all monkeys. And he said, with 
wonderful elegance and eloquence, that even death 
should not prevent him from discovering the lost 
Queen. Nevertheless, the task was easier said 
than done. Once an enormous mountain barred 
the path of the advancing expedition ; but here 
Hunuman’s persuasive powers prevailed, and the 
mighty crags and peaks went and hid themselves 
in the ocean so as to get out of the eloquent 
monkey’s way. 
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Nor was his strength all in words; for when 
one Surasa stopped him, saying she had _ per- 
mission from the Gods to eat him, if she could, 
and that they commanded him to enter her mouth, 
he tricked her cleverly. For he made himself 
too big to get in, and when she enlarged her mouth 
he followed suit. So the ogress’ mouth got 
bigger and bigger and he grew larger and larger 
until—hey presto, he reduced himself to the size 
of Thumbkin and hopping into the great red 
cavern of a mouth, hopped out again without her 
being any the wiser; so went oft laughing at 
her fruitless rage. 

But a still more dreadful danger was awaiting 
him after he had happened upon the Eagle-King’s 
brother, whom he found lying helpless through 
having burnt off his feathers by going too near 
the Sun. Now this mighty bird’s eyes which had 
dared the Sun’s rays could still see for miles, and 
miles, and miles. And he told Hunuman that 
lying so, he had seen Sita being carried oft by 
Ravana, and that even now he could see whither 
she had gone. It was a city set on a hill beyond 
the ocean, miles, and miles, and miles to the 
south. 

Now having given this valuable information, 

the Eagle-King’s brother was instantly rewarded ; 
for his feathers sprouted again thick as a mat, 
and he flew away up to the Sun again as brisk as 
ever. 
But HunumAan sped southward until he came 
to the shores of the sea, and there he paused, 
wondering how he could cross the ocean and gain 
the island which he saw on the horizon. He was 
almost in despair, but the knowledge that Sita 
was imprisoned on the island made him determine 
to try and leap across. 
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Surely if anyone could perform the feat, he, 
a monkey, could manage it ! 

So, gathering his strength together, he made 
a mighty bound and lo! beneath his feet were the 
rippling waves. He was half-way across when he 
felt himself arrested, and looking down saw a 
huge mass of flesh, like an island for size, seething 
up through the water, and an enormous out- 
stretched hand which had caught his shadow, and 
by its help, as by a rope, was fast pulling him 
towards an enormous gaping red mouth set with 
horrid teeth. To try his old trick of enlarging 
himself was easy enough, but the mouth grew 
larger and larger also, and the clever monkey saw 
he must risk all in order to escape. So reducing 
himself to the size of a gnat, he took a clear leap 
down the monster’s gaping throat, so, penetrating 
to its inside, tore out its heart, and escaped just 
in time, no doubt, for in its death-struggle the 
hideous beast doubtless closed its jaws. 

So, using the dead body, big as an island, as 
a take-off, Hunuman made another prodigious 
leap, and thus, having crossed the ocean, landed 
on the island of Lanka 


CHAPTER X 
THE ADVENTURES OF HUNUMAN 


HAVING alighted on dry land, that foremost and 
intelligent monkey Hunuman saw before him, 
set on a hill, the most wonderful and beautiful 
city of Lanka. It shimmered of gold and silver 
and jewels in the light of the thousand-rayed 
Moon in the midst of the stars, which enfolded 
all things under its luminous canopy. Now, as 
all seemed asleep he essayed to enter in by the 
golden gates thereof; but he was waylaid by a 
vast shape which said it was the city itself and 
waving him back, forbade entry. 

Now Hunuman was one who brooked no inter- 
ference, so with one slap of his palm he felled the 
figure and reducing his size to that of the smallest 
monkey that lives, and rendering himself invisible, 
he leapt the golden city wall and bounding from 
roof to roof of the golden mansions, sought for the 
palace of the King-of-the-Night-Rangers. Now of 
wonders he saw so many that his breath was nigh 
taken away, and clever as he was, he could scarce 
count them. Arches of diamonds and pavements 
of emeralds, wonderful cars cut out of solid gems, 
and, best of all, the magic Flower-car, speedy and 
silent, whereon was carven every flower thatblooms 
set as garlands to the spectral faces. 

But Hunuman had : scant time even for 
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admiration. He was seeking for Sita, and Sita must 
be found ere the night ended. So he made his way 
to Ravana’s palace with its fretted silver arches 
all embellished with gold, and entering the private 
apartments saw hundreds and hundreds of beautiful 
women asleep on softest silks and satins and 
breathing softly the perfumed air. But Sita, he 
judged, was not there. 

Then in an inner room he found one so beauti- 
ful in person, in dress, in ornament, that for an 
instant he thought his quest was ended, and, being 
delighted, he showed himself true monkey by per- 
forming a thousand comical antics; he slapped 
himself, frolicked, rollicked, sang, kissed his tail, 
darted towards the roof, shot down again, and 
exhibited many other signs of monkey glee. But 
after a bit he reflected that thesleeping beauty 
could not be Sita, since, separated from her 
beloved, she would be incapable of decorating 
herself or even of sleeping. Then he began his 
search once more, but though he searched again 
and again, Sita he could not find. 

At last, outwearied and in despair, he told him- 
self he dare not return without her, and since all 
his efforts had failed, naught was left to him save 
to repair to the forests, and by leading a life of 
holiness, try to gain sufficient ascetic power to 
discover the lost Queen. So, seeing a wood of 
Asoka trees hard by, he retired thither full of 
disappointment. Now this wood of Asoka was 
Ravana’s favourite retreat and its beauty was 
exceeding. It was adorned with ponds abounding 
with silvern water-lilies, and in its centre stood a 
round palace of crystal set on pillars of white 
marble. And its stairs were red coral and its 
pavement burning gold. 

Now in this palace sate Sita weeping. And her 
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veil was stained and torn, and her hair unbound. 
And round about her stood horrid she-demons, 
grim-visaged, awful, who ceased not in torment- 
ing her. Now seeing this, Hunuman became 
greatly enraged, but, remembering his errand, he 
bided his time and taking refuge in a neighbour- 
ing tree he sate unseen, and watched. And after 
a time, when dawn came, Sita, overcome with 
grief, left the palace, and seating herself under this 
very tree, began to bewail herself and cry to Rama 
for aid. And to her came Ravana, the King- 
of-the-Night-Rangers in his most seductive guise. 
Never was mortal man more beautiful than he, 
and he fell at her feet and begged and prayed her 
to become his wife, since Rama would surely never 
be able to find her out and he was thus lost to 
her for ever. But to all his entreaties Sita had 
but one answer : 

““ Alive or dead, I am the wife of Rama the 
son of Dasaratha.”’ 

So at last Ravana, enraged, left her, saying that 
if after two months she still refused to be his 
Queen, his cooks should mince her up with knives 
and serve her for his breakfast! And Sita, over- 
whelmed with grief, was left alone under the tree, 
weeping. Seeing this, Hunuman began in an 
even, melodious voice to sing, as a bird sings, the 
tale of how DAasaratha, the King of Mithila, had 
disinherited his son Rama. Hearing this, Sita 
was at first struck dumb with astonishment, nor 
was she less amazed when, looking upwards, she 
saw nothing but a monkey. And she said to 
herself : 

“T dream, and it is unlucky to dream of a 
monkey.” Then she shook her head and con- 
tinued: ‘‘Nay! it cannot be a dream; I have 
not slept at all. It is a vision sent mayhap by 
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the gods. Come then, and deliver thy message ! ” 

Thus addressed, Hunuman came down from 
the tree and told Sita the whole story. At first 
she would not believe him; but he gave her the 
ring which Rama had entrusted to him, and she, 
recognising it, wept over it and kissed it and put 
it on her bosom, saying : 

“It hath been on Rama’s hand.”’ 

Then Hunuman urged her to fly with him, 
declaring he could carry her with ease on his back, 
but Sita would not consent. She was timid she 
said ; if he were attacked by Rakshasas she would 
surely fall off; also she was giddy, and if he flew 
over the ocean she would likely drop down and 
be food for the fishes. Lastly, it was not meet 
that a Queen should ride on a monkey’s back ! 

Now to this Hunuman sorrowfully agreed, so 
it was settled that she was to remain where she 
was, while the monkey, bearing as token the 
single ornament that remained to her, was to fly 
back to Rama and bring him back with all the 
monkey host to deliver her before the time when 
she would be minced up with knives and served 
for Ravana’s breakfast. 

This being arranged, Hunuman took his leave, 
and repairing to the top of a tree sate caressing 
his tail, after the manner of monkeys, and con- 
sidering what he had best do next ; for he was a 
very wise monkey. 


CHAPTER XI 
THE FURTHER ADVENTURES OF HUNUMAN 


Now Hunuman, clever as he was, had a monkey 
nature, and as he thought, the desire to do mis- 
chief arose in him, and he said to himself: 

“T am here alone, and I can do things no man 
could do. So mayhap I might frighten these 
silly Rakshasas into giving up Sita.” 

So without more ado he set to work destroy- 
ing the wood of sweet Asoka trees where Ravana’s 
wives delighted to sport. He tore up the trees, 
and broke their boughs, taking care not to damage 
the one under which Sita used to sit ; he destroyed 
the flower-beds, he drained the tanks, and killed the 
fishes. In fact he did all the mischief he could, 
and then sate grinning on the very top of the ruined 
gateway. 

Of course the guardians of the garden ran to 
inform Ravana, who, flying into a frightful passion, 
bade his servants go and kill the monkey. Easier 
said than done. Hunumdan, assuming’ terrific 
forms, killed the servants instead. Then whispers 
began to go about as to whether the destroyer was 
really a monkey. Someone had seen him talking 
to Sita. Could he bea messenger from the Gods ? 

And Hunuman at the top of the ruined gate- 
way chuckled to himself and caressed his tail 
after the manner of monkeys. 
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Then Ravana, enraged, sent his greatest 
generals to destroy the impudent creature, and 
mighty were the conflicts that took place in the 
air between that best of monkeys and the Rangers- 
of-the-Night ; but ever Hunuman, assuming 
terrific forms, was victor. 

Now at last, when, after a tremendous fight 
with Prince Aksha, Hunumdan had seized the 
latter by the legs as he rose by magic into the air, 
and twirling the Prince round like a wheel, had 
dashed the unfortunate warrior to earth, Ravana 
despatched his son Indrajit to slay the foe. Then 
ensued the most tremendous of battles; for 
Indrajit was conversant with many magical and 
celestial weapons. So, finding himself unable to 
conquer in fair fight, he resolved on using the 
famous Brahma weapon, which, sent out with 
proper charms, binds the adversary hand and 
foot, making him helpless. 

This he did, and Hunuman, recognising he 
had been noosed, fell heavily to earth, casting 
about in his mind some means of escape. But 
luck had not deserted him, for the Rakshasas 
who crowded round as he fell, seizing on thongs or 
ropes, immediately set to work to bind him fast. 
Now, as the Brahma weapon loses its spiritual 
power if physical means are employed, Hunuman 
at once felt himself free, for he knew he could 
snap ordinary ropes and thongs at his pleasure 
and leisure. So, while he was being ruthlessly 
bound by his enemies, he laughed in his sleeve 
even while he begged them not to tie him so tight, 
and moaned piteously. But Indrajit, descending 
to earth and seeing what had been done, was 
overcome with anger and said: ES 

“Ye fools! Now is the Brahma weapon” of 
no avail, and having used it, none other can take 
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its place!’’ So he ordered that Hunum4n should 
be taken before Ravana who would settle the 
affair. 

Now Ravana had for some time had doubts as 
to whether Hunuman was really a monkey. His 
mind was not satisfied on this point, so, seeing 
him, he at once asked: 

“Who art thou? Art a god in disguise ? 
Truly thy form is that of a monkey ; thy prowess 
is not. Therefore speak the truth and fear not.” 

On this Hunuman replied with his usual elo- 
quence that he himself was only a monkey, but 
that he came as ambassador from Rama who, if 
his wife Sita were not forthwith returned to him, 
would come and utterly destroy Lanka and every 
Night-Ranger in it. 

Hearing these bold words, Ravana’s wrath 
knew no bounds, and he ordered his minions to 
straightway destroy the speaker. But to this 
Vibhishan, Ravana’s younger brother, demurred. 
Hunuman had claimed to be an ambassador, 
and one holding this position ought never to be 
slain. He must be allowed to return with his 
message, unmolested. 

On this Ravana shouted aloud with bitter 
laughter. ‘‘Aye! He shall have his message ! 
He shall return home with it. Here, minions! 
Bind his darling ornament of a tail with cotton 
soaked in oil, set fire to it, and take him round the 
town for the populace to laugh at him. Then let 
him go home crestfallen, with a light to show him 
the way!” 

So the Rakshasas, rejoicing enormously, led 
Hunuman away to set fire to his tail; and the 
news of the joke spread through the city. 

Now one she-demon, thinking to annoy Sita, 
said to her: 
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“Lo! the monkey with whom thou didst con- 
verse,and whohas done so much mischief, is having 
his tail burnt off! Ha, ha! He, he! How his 
tail will flame!” 

And Sita, much distressed, immediately wor- 
shipped the God of Fire, and prayed that He would 
be kind and cool. And the Fire listening, flamed 
up and bade the wind blow cool. 

So it came to pass that when the cotton soaked 
in oil on Hunuman’s tail began to burn, he was 
astonished and said: 

“Lo! I see my tail flaming, but I feel no 
heat! On the contrary at the very end of my 
tailit seemeth like alump of ice! Now, therefore, 
I can do as I like!” 

So, diminishing himself to the size of a cat, 
he slipped his bonds and bounded away with 
a laugh, his tail flaming behind him like a 
torch. 

“Ha, ha!” he cried, “now for more mis- 
chief! Truly for his kindness in being cool, I 
must offer sacrifice to the God that flameth on 
my tail.” 

And with that he commenced leaping and 
bounding from one house to the other, setting fire 
to them with his flaming tail. And none could 
stop him. And folk ran screaming into the streets, 
and houses began to topple, and the networks of 
gold and silver began to melt and run down the 
walls in rivulets, while crystal cracked and gems 
became like dull stones. Thus palace after palace 
caught fire, and the dwellers therein, despairing 
of saving their abodes, cried aloud: 

“This is the Fire-God himself come in the 
guise of a monkey! ”’ 

Thus the whole city was in ruins, and Hunuman, 
after assuring himself that Sita was unharmed, rose 
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flaming tail looking like a comet. But he paused 


a moment as he passed over the ocean to quench it 
in the waters of the sea. 


CHAPTER XII 


HOW THE MONKEYS REJOICED AND THE TIDINGS 
REACHED RAMA 


Now straight as an arrow Hunuman flew, his tail 
still smoking, until like a star amid clouds he 
gleamed above Mount Sunabha and saw beneath 
him on the coast the monkey host awaiting his 
return. And they, hearing the rushing in the 
skies, and the joyous shouts of victory, bounded 
to their feet in wild delight and shouted back 
their welcome. And they brought him fresh 
roots and choicest fruits to eat; but he set them 
aside, and saying “‘Lo! these eyes have seen 
Sita the Queen,” he rose into the air once more, 
and, followed by the whole monkey host, flew to 
find Rama and ease him of his pain by the glad 
news. 

Now, so many were the monkeys that they 
looked like a swarm of bees as they rose, and the 
whole world darkened with their shadow as they 
flew. 

And by and by they came to a grove lovely as 
Great Indra’s Paradise. And here grew every 
kind of fruit; and the air was fragrant with the 
scent of the honey that the wild bees had stored 
and were still storing in the leafy trees. 

So, despite their sympathy with Rama, being 
but monkeys, they fell upon the honey stores, 


routing the countless bees, until, drunk with 
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sweetness, they danced and sang, and laughed, 
and jabbered, and chattered, until the keeper of 
the grove objected ; and then they fell upon him, 
using teeth and claws; so that they left him 
groaning while they pursued their way, full of 
uproarious rejoicing. 

Now when Rama heard of HunumAan’s exploit, 
and, above all, when he saw the gem which Sita 
had sent him, he was at first overcome with joy ; 
but ere long the thought of the dangers and 
difficulties to be faced ere he could hope to see 
his dear lady made him sad. Agitated by anxiety, 
his mind was sunk in dejection as he thought of 
the vasty deep which had to be crossed, and 
not all his friends and counsellors—not even his 
brother Laksmana—could induce him to renounce 
sorrow, which berefts folk of their prowess, and 
call up righteous wrath as true soldier; seeing 
that without anger in respect to their opponents, 
good combatants lose their ardour of battle. 

At last, however, by considering that, as the 
favourite of the gods, he was competent in every 
way for every task, Rama began to pluck up his 
spirits, and ordered the whole army of monkeys, 
those from the east, the west, the north, as well 
as those who under Hunuman had already been 
to the south, to set forth for the shores of the sea. 
And being desirous of keeping the monkey host 
cheerful and strong, he laid out the route by 
honey-perfumed groves and valleys full of fruit- 
ing trees. There the monkeys, yellow as the 
honey themselves, and excited by sweetness, 
bounded continually, until the earth was, as it 
were, enveloped by monkeys ; so that even when 
they reached the shores of the ocean, the abode of 
Varuna, the God of the Waters, they were not 


dismayed. 
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And even there, the tumult of their many voices 
was heard above the wind and the surge of the 
sea on the shore. And in the rays of the setting 
Sun the ripples appeared to dance with joy, and 
as the Moon rose, reflecting herself on the ocean’s 
breast, it appeared as if the waters were rising and 
falling in long breaths. Nor could the sky be 
distinguished from the deep, or the deep from the 
sky, since by reason of the flaming serpents that 
swam beneath the water it appeared sprinkled 
with scintillations of fire. So the sky, crested 
with stars, and the deep with its glimmer of light, 
presented no contrast whatsoever. And those 
mighty souled monkeys, seeing this, were over- 
whelmed with surprise ; yet they were not afraid. 

But Rama, standing beside Laksmana on the 
shore, was overmastered with grief at the sight of 
the distant isle lying emerald-like between the 
sky and the sea; for there he knew his beloved 
Sita sate forlorn. And he said to his brother: 

“Lo! I am burnt with the fire of desire to 
see her! Lo! Into the deep will I jump so that 
the fire may be quenched. O wind, go thou 
where my Heart’s Rest is, and having touched 
her, touch me, for I shall then be happy. Oh, 
how fareth she in the halls of the King-of-the- 
Night-Rangers ? Constitutionally slim, she will 
have wasted to a shadow!’’ 

In this, and many other words did the highly 
intelligent Rama bewail his loss, while the Sun, 
decreasing gradually, disappeared at last, and the 
Moon rose on Rama, stricken with thought of 
Sita with her eyes like blue lotus petals. 


CHAPTER XIII 


HOW THE BRIDGE WAS BUILT 


Now the King-of-the-Night-Rangers, Ravana, 
when he heard that the armies of Rama were 
encamped on the shores of the sea, became alarmed, 
and consulted his counsellors as to what should 
be done for the defence of the City of Lanka. 
And some said one thing and some another. 
But Vibhishan who was younger brother to 
Ravana declared roundly : 

“OQ King, Thou art bound about by a huge 
serpent. Sita’s breast is its body, her anxiety 
its venom, her hair its fangs, her forefingers its 
hood. Ere it strike thee, render thou the lady 
back to her people, or thou wilt not escape death. 

Then Ravana, enraged, answered harshly: 

“Lo! it is better to live with serpents than 
with those who are foes in the guise of friends.” 

Whereupon Vibhishan, enraged likewise, re- 
plied: ‘May good betide thee! Protect thou 
thyself and thy city. I go elsewhere!”’ And 
with that he left the Assembly, and with four 
attendants bearing maces, flew straight to Rama 
covered with despondency. And by his advice, 
and the cheerfulness of Hunuman, Rama resolved 
to seek an interview with Varina, the King of the 
Ocean, and beg him to allow a bridge to be built 
over which the monkey millions could pass to 
Lanka. 
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Therefore when night came on Rama laid 
himself down on the shore of the sea, his hands 
joined, his face to the east, making his arm a 
pillow. And these words were on his lips: 
‘“ To-night I win my wish.” 

Now for three nights Rama without swerving 
in the least from rule, performed the ritual. But 
Ocean answered not, so Rama grew enraged and 
his eyes crimsoned. Then he called for his bow 
and said : 

“To-day will I dry up thy bed, O Impudent 
One, that answereth not civil speech. Yea! 
thou shalt be burnt up by mighty shafts, and my 
monkeys shall cross thee dry-shod.”’ 

So, disregarding his brother Laksmana’s attempt 
to take away the bow, and his protest “‘ Not so; 
personages like thee do not come under the 
influence of passion,’’? Rama fitted an arrow to the 
bow and stretched it to a circle. And as he 
stretched it, heaven and earth trembled and grew 
dark. The mighty deep with all its animals and 
its waters and waves was wrought to violent motion 
and passed its bounds. So in the midst of the 
turmoil, while thunders roared and stars fell from 
the skies, appeared Ocean himself, rising from the 
sea as the Sun rises from clouds. And he was calm 
and cool, attired in a jewelled vesture, a noble 
garland of roses on his head, and he spoke 
fairly. 

“Q Mild One!” he said suavely, “ earth, 
air, water, fire, have each their eternal nature. 
Mine (that is water’s) is that nature by which I 
am fathomless, and incapable of being crossed. 
Ask me not, therefore, to deny my nature; but, 
if thou wilt do me a favour, I will tell thee how 
thou canst pass over me, who am fathomless.’’ 

To this Rama agreed, and after, according to 
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request, he had punished the robbers of water 
at a place called Drumkulya, Ocean said sweetly : 

‘ Thou must builda bridge. Nala the monkey, 
full of learning and science, is capable of con- 
structing one. I will hold it up and forbid my 
ferocious aquatic monsters to do damage. There- 
fore, this very day, let the foremost monkeys 
begin to construct a bridge.”’ 

So, directed by Rama, those monkeys with 
alacrity bounded to the mighty forests and began 
to break down trees and drag them to the shore. 
And they brought palms and pomegranates, 
coco-nut and sweek Asoka trees, and purple and 
red and yellow blossoming trees. Then they tore 
up mountains and crags and toppled them into 
the middle of the resounding deep, and there they 
made an island of trees with blossoming tops. 
Then they took plummet and line and set about 
constructing a bridge over the sea that should 
look graceful and splendid like the Bridge of the 
Milky-Way that stretches over the firmament. 

And the first day they did so much, and so 
much the second and the third day, and on the 
fifth the monkeys, leaping and bounding, beheld 
their labour ended; for spacious, skilfully con- 
structed, graceful, well-paved, and nicely finished, 
the great bridge appeared like the line where the 
hair hath been parted on the Ocean’s head. And 
all creatures on earth beholding that bridge over 
the sea, inconceivable, marvellous, and displaying 
skill past thought and capable of making the hair 
stand on end, praised the gods and the monkeys. 

Then Rama, bow in hand, led the van of the 
army, and the monkeys followed, some using 
the bridge, some swinging beside it, and others 
bounding up, bird-like. And the noise of their 
crossing was so great that it drowned the noise 
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made by the dreadful deep which had been rising 
in anger at the success of the bridge-builders. 

But all passed over in safety and encamped 
on the southern shore; but Rama embracing his 
brother Laksmana said : 

“Let us not stay here in this cool country 
with woods affluent with fruits. Rather, seeing 
the mighty fear that lieth ahead, and all the 
omens of evil, shall we, with all speed, hasten to 
thexconilct.. 

So equipped with bows and spears and accom- 
panied by the monkey host bounding and roaring, 
they pressed on towards Lanka and the noise of 
their coming was heard with fear by the inhabi- 
tants of that city. 


CHAPTER XIV 
THE MAGIC HEAD 


Now when Ravana the King-of-the-Night-Rangers 
heard the distant noise of the monkey host, and 
was told how the ocean had been bridged, he 
became exceedingly alarmed lest his prize Sita 
should escape from him before he had enjoyed her 
beauty ; for he was under a vow to take no woman 
by force. So, after counsel with a great master 
of illusion, he commanded the latter to prepare 
an illusory head in the exact likeness of Rama, 
and an illusory bow, mighty and strong, in the 
exact image of the bow used by that great hero. 

Then Ravana repaired to the Asoka wood 
where Sita sate sighing, and once more pressed 
his suit. And when she refused, he told her that 
her constancy was of no avail, since Rama, for 
whom she waited, had been slain when asleep, 
and that the whole host for her deliverance had 
been destroyed. And when the constant lady 
refused belief, he commanded that the illusory 
head and bow should be brought in, and said: 
‘Hold the head before her that she may clearly 
behold the ultimate plight of her lord,’’ while he 
himself, casting down at her feet the mighty blazing 
bow famed through the three worlds, cried : 

‘“‘ This is the bow of that Rama of thine, with 
its string fixed, as it lay beside him sleeping.” 
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And Sita, seeing those eyes and the com- 
plexion of the face, that countenance like unto her 
lord, and that hair and that forehead and the 
beautiful jewel forming the crest, shrieked like 
a female osprey, and turning on Ravana bade him 
slay her then and there, thus joining her head to 
the beloved head, her body to the beloved body, 
and so, bringing wife to husband and husband to 
wife, compass their best benefit. Then, having 
upbraided that wicked Ranger-of-the-Night to 
the uttermost, she swooned away, dropping to 
earth like a plantain cut off. 

Now, while she lay unconscious, a messenger 
in all haste came to tell Ravana that the enemy 
was at the gates, and that the General of Forces 
and the courtiers awaited orders. Then Ravana, 
resembling the Day of Doom, left the Asoka wood 
hurriedly, and the illusory head and bow vanished. 

Now Sita, coming to herself, was exceedingly 
distressed and overwhelmed by grief. Seeing 
this, an attendant demoness whose heart had 
become softened by Sita’s patience, said to her: 

“OQ lady, hearken to one who hath 
learned to be gentle. [ tell thee all thy sorrow 
hath departed, and thy good day hath dawned. 
Rama is not slain! He is incapable of being 
slain! Lo! I know why Ravana, King-of-the- 
Night-Rangers went out but now so hurriedly. 
Thy lord is at the gates. Listen! There go the 
kettledrums! MHark to the rattling of car wheels, 
the neighing of horses, the clang of arms, the 
ringing of bells! If the enemy were destroyed, 
wherefore these noises? O  beauteous lady, 
even I am not afraid of Ravana, so take comfort. 
The head, the bow, were but illusion. O Sita, 
of unparalleled courtesy and gentleness, soon will 
thy highly powerful lord unloosen thy braided 
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hair which thou hast been wearing these many 
months ; soon wilt thou be shedding tears of joy 
upon his mighty breast.” 

Now, hearing these words, and listening to the 
tumult of war at the gates, Sita was greatly com- 
forted ; so much so, that when the friendly 
demoness offered to take a message to R4ma, 
since, when she chose swiftly to course the 
supportless sky, not even the Wind could follow 
her, Sita replied with asmile that though, doubtless, 
the demoness was capable of going even to the 
nethermost worlds, the only boon asked of her was 
news as to what Rama was really doing. 

So the friendly demoness flew off and returned 
saying that the King-of-the-Night-Rangers was 
still stubborn, and though advised by his coun- 
sellors to give Sita up, and furthermore 
warned by Rama—with the morality which regu- 
lates monarchs—of the consequences of not doing 
so, had refused even parley, saying : 

“Am I, the King-of-the-Night-Rangers, to be 
afraid of men and monkeys? Rather that I 
should be riven in twain. Bend I never will!” 


CHAPTER XV 


HOW THE SIEGE OF LANKA WAS BEGUN 


So Rama laid seige to the city of Lanka, having 
surveyed his troops, incapable of being beaten. 
And he disposed of them with care and precision ; 
himself to the northern gate where the King-of- 
the-Night-Rangers resided in his palace; the 
western and eastern and southern gates guarded by 
monkey heroes and their followers. 

Now the concourse of the copper-faced ones of 
golden sheen was as the clouds of heaven, and all 
the monkeys had their tails curled up, and were 
armed with uprooted trees and mountain rocks, 
and far andnear the whole world seemed flooded 
with monkeys. Seeing this, Ravana the King- 
of-the-Night-Rangers gave orders for his whole 
host to sally out. Then awoke the kettledrums, 
sounded by golden sticks, andconches by hundreds 
and thousands, capable of producing loud blares. 
Now the sounds of conches and drums, the im- 
petuous shouts of the warrior demons, made earth, 
air and ocean resound; and these were mixed 
with the trumpetings of elephants, the neighing 
of horses, the rattle of car wheels, the tread of 
demon feet, and, above all, the roar of the monkeys. 

Then ensued a mighty and wonderful en- 
counter until the ground was wet with gore and 
encumbered by dead. Then fatal night came on; 
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but the battle did not cease, and day dawned, 
yet still the fight went on; and many were the 
heroic deeds performed by the demons and many 
more by the monkeys, while Rama and Laksmana 
excelled all by their prowess. 

At last Indrajit, Ravana’s son, the same who 
had captured Hunuman by using magic weapons, 
seeing that his side was losing, once more took to 
crooked ways, and making himself invisible 
approached Rama and Laksmana and discharged 
at them the Brahma weapon by which they were 
stupefied and rendered helpless. Then, from a 
distance, he discharged many blazing arrows at 
their bodies, until not so much room was left un- 
pierced on their persons as could not be measured 
by a finger. And they, breathing low, covered 
with blood, pierced all over with a network of 
shafts, remained inert, deprived of prowess, look- 
ing like golden standards new-fallen to earth. 

Then Indrajit flew, still invisible, to his father 
Ravana, and told him the glad news that kama 
and Laksmana were slain, and Ravana with rap- 
ture surcharging his inmost soul, experienced the 
height of exaltation, and full of passion and desire 
for Sita said to his attendant : 

“Go! Bring me the flowerful car, Push- 
paka, all set with spectral faces and garlands. Ip 
it I will take Sita to see her lord lying bound and 
at my mercy. Then will she learn wisdom and 
come to me willingly, beauteously attired.”’ 

So placing Sita and her attendant in the car 
beside him, he commanded it to circle over the 
battlefield. And many were the dreadful sights 
they saw, and many were the awful happenings 
they witnessed, as that flowerful car all glowing in 
the sunshine hovered like some bright bird over 
the field of fight ; but none more dreadful, more 
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awful than the spectacle of Dasaratha’s two sons, 
lying, bereft of consciousness, their bodies like 
porcupines by reason of the many shafts of gold- 
feathered arrows covering them. And round 
about them stood, in martial order, a guard of 
monkey heroes, weeping salt tears. 

Now at the sorrowful sight Sita burst into 
lamentations, bewailing herself and above all her 
mother-in-law left sonless; but her attendant 
whispered in her ear: 

‘“Be comforted. These are not the faces of 
dead folk. They are insensible; but grace hath 
not departed from them. Also, O Dignified One, 
see how they are guarded! If death had come, 
what need for protection? And wherefore, if 
thy lord were really dead, should Ravana hurry 
thee hither ?’’ With such words did the atten- 
dant of Sita console her mistress, until with 
hands joined she murmured : 

““O Great Gods! May this be so!”’ 

Meanwhile, seeing those heroes lying bound and 
insensible through magic arts, the ardour of the 
monkey host began to fail, and all seemed lost 
when an aged chief said: 

“Let someone, swift beyond measure, fly to 
the Milky-Way and bring thence the mighty 
never-failing medicine called visalya, for it is 
capable of recovering the very dead.” 

Then Hunuman, ever active and ready, sped 
upwards; but even as he sped a mighty wind 
uprose, and masses of clouds appeared, rent and 
streaked with lightning. And in the midst of 
them, like to a flame himself, showed the Bird- 
God, Garuda, swiftest of celestials. And he, 
stooping overthe fallen heroes, drugged to stupefied 
slumber, touched them with his feathery wings ; 
and lo! immediately they stood up, awake and 
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whole. Then Rama, still confused by those 
poisonous arrows, said : 

“Who art thou, friend?” 

And Garuda, smiling, replied: “‘ Truly, friend, 
I am friend. Lo! I am thy life, ranging ex- 
ternally. Wherefore, seek not to know now; 
when thou hast achieved success in battle, 
when Lanka contains none but women and 
children, when thou hast recovered Sita, then 
shalt thou know.”’ 

And with that the Bird-God Garuda, endowed 
with fleet vigour, spread his wings and became 
even as the wind for swiftness. 

And the monkey host, seeing Rama and Laks- 
mana rendered hale, forgot their fears and began 
to flourish their tails, and set up tremendous 
roars like to the rumbling of the clouds when 
summer ends. 


CHAPTER XVI 


KUMBAKARNA’S DEATH 


Now after Rama and Laksmana had recovered 
from Indrajit’s crooked magic, the battle raged 
with fury. The heroic demons were like as to 
mountains, while the monkeys of vehement im- 
petuosity bounded again and again. So one hero 
slew another hero, and still the issue remained 
uncertain. Then Laksmana, after a long fight, 
was sorely wounded by magic in single combat with 
the King-of-the-Night-Rangers and might have 
repaired to the regions of Death had not Hunuman 
with incomparable prowess and overwhelmed with 
rage, smote Ravana on the chest with his clenched 
fist, and so brought that warrior to his knees. 
Thus lightly carrying Laksmana, Hunuman sped 
to Rama and he sought him, without delay, to 
chastise Ravana for his crooked dealing. 

So Rama, mounted on Hunuman’s back, gave 
battle to the King-of-the-Night-Rangers. And 
great was the fight that followed, until at last, 
like a serpent deprived of his venom, his sun-bright 
tiara severed in twain, his car, his banner, his 
umbrella cut to pieces, Ravana was overwhelmed. 
Then, seeing him so, Rama, with wonted grace 
said : 

“Thou hast in battle done well ; but thou art 
fatigued. Therefore I bring thee not to the Door 


of Death. Go; take rest.” 
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On this Ravana, his pride defeated, went back 
to his palace; and he said to himself in despite : 

“Lo! I have from Great Brahm received 
immunity from demons and deities ; but not from 
men. Now Rama is man, therefore I fear.’’ 

So he called his messengers and bade them 
awaken the great Kumbakarna, endowed with 
unparalleled gravity, who through lust of the flesh 
had come under the sway of slumber. A very 
banner in battle, the head and crown of Demon- 
dom, yet through common pleasure, his senses 
stupefied, he slept, and slept, and slept. 

So the messengers went to his charming cave 
and found him looking like a bull extended, having 
a huge nose anda person vast as the nether sphere, 
sunk in profound slumber. Then they piled up 
mountains of savoury rice and oceans of intoxicat- 
ing drinks and made the cave rife with incense 
and perfume. Yet he did not wake. Then 
they winded conches and beat drums; but still he 
slept. So they shouted in full chorus and smote 
him with their hands; they cut off his hair, 
and poured water into his ears, yet he would not 
wake. Then, sending for a thousand elephants, 
they made them rush with one accord on the 
huge body, and Kumbakarna stirred, yawned, 
and casting his eyes on the heaps of edibles he 
fell to as if he had never before eaten. 

Afterwards, hearing wherefore he had been 
awakened, he laughed, and after drinking two 
thousand vessels of wine he started up, swollen 
and flushed, resembling the Great Destroyer, 
Yama, the Lord of Death himself, and went to do 
battle with Rama. But first he fought the 
monkeys, and, though they performed numerous 
heroic deeds, yet, even as a conflagration burneth 
up a withered forest in the summer, so Kumba- 
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k4rna burnt up the monkey host, thrusting them 
into his capacious mouth and swallowing them 
whole. 

Then one hero after another fought with the 
giant and was worsted; even Laksmana himself 
might have suffered so, but Kumbakarna refused 
battle, saying he did not fight with boys but 
would reserve himself for Rama. On which 
Laksmana, beside himself with wrath, laughed 
bitterly, saying: 

“Yonder is my brother; best him if thou 
Castes 

And Rama, laughing also, cried: ‘‘ Come on, 
King Kumbakarna. Know me for the Destroyer 
of Demons—thou who in a moment shall be 
deprived of thy senses in eternal slumber.” 

Then followed a dreadful encounter. The 
demon, large as the skies, whirling his mace 
dripping with blood, Rama graceful as a young 
palm tree, discharging showers of golden arrows 
glittering like the rays of the Sun. And first 
Kumbakarna’s right arm holding his mace was 
cut off, and then his left arm wielding a tree which 
he had torn up by the roots. Yet he fought on, 
rushing at his foe with wide, tremendous jaws 
full of prominent teeth; but Rama, coolandsteady, 
filled that mouth with golden shafts, choking him, 
so finally, with the arrow of Indra, impetuous as 
the wind resembling a smokeless flame, he cut off 
the head of that demon of gigantic proportions, 
and his body, plunging into the depths of the sea, 
caused it to rise up in mountains, and killed all 
the sea monsters therein. 

And like the Sun, destroying the darkness of 
the celestial fields, Rama stood in the midst of 
the delighted and now fearless monkey host, having 
slain Kumbakarna in single combat. 
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Now after this naught remained for that hero 
save that he should also worst Ravana the King- 
of-the-Night-Rangers, but this was not to be 
for a while, since the fight between the high- 
souled monkeys and the crafty demons grew every 
day fiercer and stronger, until, like a pond in 
summer, both armies were greatly reduced. Then 
the King-of-the-Night-Rangers,fearing much, bade 
his son Indrajit use magic arts once more to 
deprive the monkeys of their courage. 


CHAPTER XVII 
INDRAJIT’S CRAFT AND DEATH 


THEN Indrajit, that enemy of the celestials, 
began diligently to spread illusions. And having 
called up an illusory figure of Sita, he placed it 
in the Flowery-car of Spectral Faces, and sur- 
rounding the car with a huge army of Night- 
Rangers, placed himself beside her, sword in 
hand, and flew over the monkey army. And Hunu- 
man leading it, recognised that tender and béauti- 
ful person, innocent and tearful, bewailing herself 
with piteous cries of ““O Rama! Rama!”’ 

Seeing her thus helpless, Hunuman became 
inflamed with wrath, and calling on his monkeys to 
aid him, flew to her rescue. But the army of 
Night-Rangers obstructing their advance, Indra- 
jit had time to seize the illusory figure of Sita 
by the hair and so with a sharp sword stand 
threatening her, horrid laughter on his lips. 

Then Hunuman, breathless with hard fighting, 
called piteously : 

“Slay her not! Else after death thou wilt 
go to the place occupied by those who murder 
females; a place avoided even by the worst 
criminals.” 

And Indrajit laughed back: ‘‘ What thou 
sayest may be true, O monkey; but first must 


honest fighters do what hurts their enemies. And 
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Sita once slain, all thy heroism counts for naught.” 
And with that, he clove the figure of Sita in two 
with the sharp sword, and saying: ‘‘ Lo! I have 
slain Rama’s beloved,” Indrajit returned to Lanka. 

Now when this news was brought to Rama 
he was overcome with stupor, and the entire host 
of monkeys was dispirited. The heroic Laks- 
mana vowed vengeance, but even he knew not 
what to do next, until Vibhishan, who being by 
birth a demon himself, and therefore acquainted 
with their crafty ways, said : 

“Lo! This is not true. Indrajit is past 
magician. He hath made an illusory image of 
the pure Sita; for, see you, I know the intent of 
my brother, Ravana, towards her. Hedothardently 
desire her. Even to avert war and save his city 
he refused to give her up. Wherefore then should 
he let her be slain? Indrajit hath done this 
thing to dispirit the monkey host, and so gain 
time for the Ritual of Fire. If this be allowed him 
he will be invincible, invisible even to the celes- 
tials, who will thus be placed in great jeopardy. 
Therefore, bestir yourselves and attack him ere 
he has finished his oblations. Cast off thy stupor, 
O Rama, and attack at once.” 

Then Laksmana, who had been supporting 
Rama’s head on his lap, sprang up and vowed a 
mighty vow that he would slay Indrajit that very 
day. 

Fe the attack began furiously, and marvellous 
was the valour displayed on either side. 

Now in the gloom of the sacred grove, Indrajit 
the magician was worshipping the Great God of 
Fire after the due ritual. And the noise of battle 
reached his ears, but he set it aside, for the rite 
was not complete. And the sacrificial fire flamed 
up, but still the ceremony had not reached 
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conclusion when messengers came to interrupt it 
with the news that, hard pressed by the tawny 
ever-bounding monkeys, the Night-Rangers were 
giving way on all sides. 

Then Indrajit, full of wrath, the rite still in- 
complete, emerged from that gloomy grove, his 
face red with passion and looking like the Reaper 
Death, and mounted his car which stood ready. 
Now at the sight the demon army stood their 
ground and the battle recommenced with fury. 
But Laksmana advancing, called aloud : 

‘“T challenge thee, O wicked Indrajit, who 
renderest thyself invisible in conflict like a thief, 
to the single encounter. I command thee give me 
battle and do thy utmost.”’ 

And to this Indrajit said scornfully : ‘‘ To-day 
will I mangle thy limbs even as fire burneth up 
cotton, and jackals and hosts of hawks and vul- 
tures shall find thee lying lifeless.” 

On this Laksmana, conversant with the true 
import and use of words, replied in calm tones: 

“ Leave off thy strength of tongue, O Ranger- 
of-the-Night, and fight fair.” 

So they fought long and fiercely, and some- 
times Laksmana got the better and sometimes 
Indrajit. But in the end, drawing his bow to a 
circle, Laksmana sped his arrow with the words : 

“Tf Rama be righteous and truthful, if in 
prowess he hath no rival, slay thou the unrighteous, 
the untruthful one! ”’ 

And the arrow so discharged cut off the head 
of the demon magician and it fell to the ground. 

Then the whole monkey host rejoiced exceed- 
ingly at the fall of that unrighteous one, and, 
flourishing their tails, struck the earth with them, 
shouting : 

“ Victory to Laksmana ! ” 


CHAPTER XVIII 


THE DEATH OF RAVANA AND THE TAKING OF 
LANKA 


Tuus of all the Great Heroes of the Night-Rangers 
only Ravana was left, and his death was not far 
off, for after a time a reverend sage came to Rama 
and taught him how to secure success in the 
encounter which must come ere long. And the 
wisdom was this wise. At sunrise, beholding the 
Sun, and sipping water again and again, he must 
salute the All-Upholding One of All Worlds, 
the Destroyer-of-the-Darkness-of-Ignorance, the 
One - who - Waketh - when - all - others - Sleep, the 
Immeasurable-Soul-of-All-Things. 

Now when Rama had done this, and become 
purified, he took up his bow and advanced to 
victory with a glad heart. 

So in the mighty and dreadful encounter that 
followed, he was not afraid ; neither was Ravana, 
for he was brave and a good fighter ; but He-who- 
Makes-and-who-Destroys was on Rama’s side, 
and so a mighty shaft cleft Ravana’s breast and 
deprived him of life. 

Thus Lanka was won, and Rama assumed more 
gentle mien. Having killed the ravisher of his 
spouse, and so appeased his honour, he had time 
for meditation ; and he bade the heroic monkey 


Hunuman, who by experience knew where Sita 
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was imprisoned, go to her, inform her of the 
joyful victory, and bring back tidings of her 
welfare. 

This he did. But Sita with her eyes full of 
tears and possessed with grief for all the trouble 
she had caused her lord, craved only to see Rama. 

Now, when Hunuman delivered this message, 
Rama, sighing like a sick snake, engaged instantly 
in meditation. At last he commanded that Sita 
should be brought to his presence suitably bathed, 
dressed, and adorned with celestial ornaments. 
But Sita, thinking only of her beloved, would have 
gone even as she was, her hair in one single braid, 
her clothing miserable, and worn, and torn. Yet, 
obedient to her husband’s behest, she made haste 
to get ready and appeared beautiful as the dawn 
when she stepped into her palanquin. 

Now the monkey host were determined to see 
her for whom they had fought so bravely, and 
they pressed round the palanquin which was 
bearing her to the presence, so that the attendants 
had to drive them back with canes. And Rama, 
seeing this, cried angrily : 

“Hold! There are no veils for women in 
times of danger, difficulty and war. These be 
my own soldiers ; there is no sin in their seeing 
my wife, so let her come on foot. Then can they 
see her in my presence.” 

So, on foot, Sita the beautiful came before 
her lord, her countenance full of joy and love. 
But he, standing unmoved, spoke thus: 

“Lady, Ihave done my part. I have done all 
that can be accomplished by manliness. I have 
reached the other end of my anger. I have killed 
both my disgrace and mine enemy. The object 
for which I fought I have gained. But what man 
of high family could take back, as his wife, one 
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who hath lived in the house of another? There- 
fore go where thou wishest. I have naught to do 
with thee ; for, Sita, I do not think Ravana hath 
overlooked thee, living in his house, who art so 
graceful, so beautiful.” * 

Hearing these harsh and unnecessary words, 
Sita was greatly pained ; but, full of virtue, she 
was also angered. So, wiping the tears from her 
face, she said with dignity : 

“Wherefore, O hero! dost speak to me thus, 
as a common man addressing a common woman ? 
I am not that, but earth-born, as though knowest 
full well, though thou perceivest naught but 
womanhoodin melikeacommonman. My person 
was in another’s control; but my heart is under 
my own, and that has been fixed on thee, O 
King.” Then turning to Laksmana she said 
haughtily: ‘‘Go! prepare a funeral pyre for 
me; thus branded by common suspicion, I do not 
care to live. Renounced by my husband, I 
renounce life.”’ 

Now none there dare speak or even look at 
Rama who stood like Death at the hour of dis- 
solution. So they prepared the funeral pyre, 
and Sita with uplifted head circumambulated 
Rama, whose head hung down. Then, standing 
before the blazing pile, Sita cried aloud : 

“O Fire! If my heart hath ever been set 
on my husband, protect me, thou witness of the 
people !”’ 

So saying, beautiful exceedingly and resemb- 
ling burning gold, she entered the flaming fire 
calmly, while the spectators wept profusely. But 
Rama stood silent. And lo! all the gods of all 
the worlds and the celestials suddenly appeared 
to protest, and the Great God of Fire himself 
rose up from the flames, bearing Sita in his arms 
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unharmed, resembling the newly risen Sun in 
bridal garments of blazing scarlet adorned with 
burning gold. And he said: 

“O Rama! Behold thy wife; for neither 
by words or deeds hath sin visited her.” 

Thus was Sita justified before all the world, 
and Rama, having assuaged his hurt honour, was 
satisfied. 


CHAPTER XIX 
OF THE FLOWERFUL CAR AND BHARATS’ GOOD FAITH 


Now after this naught remained save that they 
should return to Aydédhya, and this they did 
straightway in the Flowerful car which could 
course at will over land and sea. And this car 
was girt on all sides by a network of bells giving 
forth melodious sounds, and it was adorned with 
golden houses having silvern upper rooms, the 
windows whereof were made of gems. And it 
was beautified by golden lotuses that lay like 
wreaths on the Spectral Faces. 

Now in his car Rama and Sita and the heroic 
Laksmana seated themselves, and saying farewell 
bade the monkey heroes repair to their several 
abodes; but they with one voice cried: 

“ We also wish to go to Ayédhya.’”’ And the 
celestial car, affording, by magic, room for all, 
arose into the air like a silent bird. 

And Rama, with Sita on his lap, pointed out 
to her the bridge made over the ocean, and all 
the places where demons had been slain. Now 
when they hovered over the monkey Kingdom, Sita 
petitioned that the wives of the monkey heroes 
should be taken up also, and Rama, full of joy, 
granted her request. Thus, still more burdened, 
the magic car sped like a bird over land and sea, 
while Rama pointed out the varied spots where he 
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had fought and tarried ; above all the hermitage 
and beautiful cottage of leaves where they had 
dwelt together in happiness. And, at last, with 
great delight he exclaimed : 

‘There is Ayédhya, the city of my fathers.” 

And there they found high welcome and every 
kind of rejoicing ; for the fourteen years of exile 
was over, and naught remained save for Bharat 
to keep his vow of restoring the Kingdom to his 
elder brother. 

And there they found him, outside the city, 
clothed in bark and deerskin, living in a poor 
hermitage, eating of roots and herbs, yet wielding 
the King’s authority without fear, and surrounded 
by priests and courtiers in right royal fashion. 
And ever before him on a gold embroidered cushion 
lay Rama's sandals. 

And Bharat, seeing his brother’s return, 
immediately gave orders that all the citizens, 
having purified themselves, should worship at 
the city altars with fragrant garlands and sweetest 
music; that all the bards conversant with pedi- 
grees, all those conversant with music, with the 
dancing girls, should assemble to do honour to 
Rama’s return. And he ordered that both high 
and low land should be perfectly watered with 
cold water, and strewn with flowers and dried 
rice; that flags should be hoisted everywhere, 
and the whole city decorated with garlands and 
jewels of five colours before the rising of the Moon. 

Then gladly, Bharat, in his antelope skin, 
bearing the golden sandals on his head, protected 
by a kingly umbrella of white adorned with gar- 
lands of white flowers, set out to meet his elder 
brother. 

And great was their joy when they met; 
but Bharat, taking the golden sandals from his 
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head, knelt down, and placing them on the ground 
before the feet of the Lord of Men, said with 
folded hands : 

“This, all thy Kingdom, which thou didst leave 
in my care, I return to thee. Blessed be my birth 
to-day, and accomplished is my desire, since I 
see thee once more King in Ayéddhya. Do thou 
examine thy treasury, thy palace, thine army. 
By thy favour and that of the Gods have I in- 
creased all these tenfold.” 

Now after this Rama reigned in Ayédhya and 
all seemed well; but when a while had passed, 
doubts as to the virtue of the Queen Sita began 
to assail the breasts of the people; yea! even 
though the Gods and the Fire had attested it. 
And they spoke thus: 

“Lo! Sita was in the power of the King-of-the- 
Night-Rangers for long months; so, even if she 
remained virtuous, she is disgraced. Yet Rama 
retains her. Must we also, as subjects who follow 
the example of their King, brook such conduct 
in our wives?” 

Now Rama, hearing this, was pierced to the 
heart by the censure of the citizens. And, think- 
ing of his great name and illustrious family, he 
forgot all else, and commanded Laksmana forth- 
with to take Sita away to another country. 

So Laksmana, obeying the King, took Sita to 
the hermitage of the sage Valmiki, and his heart 
smote him with sorrow for the distressed lady who, 
though her purity had aforetime been sufficiently 
proved, had been renounced because of the 
calumny of tongues. 


CHAPTER XX 


HOW SITA SOUGHT PROTECTION FROM HER MOTHER, 
EARTH 


Now, after a time, Sita gave birth to twin sons 
in the hermitage, and, living an austere life, she 
brought them up to fear the Gods and naught 
else; for their father Rama had feared the 
calumny of tongues though he feared naught else. 
So the years passed, and Valmiki the sage taught 
the lads all needful knowledge. And they were 
great singers, having tuneful voices like the birds. 

Now Valmiki, knowing by his wisdom all the 
adventures of Rama and all the dangers and 
difficulties through which he had passed, and all 
the wickedness of Ravana, and all the marvellous 
deeds of the bounding monkey-folk, had written 
it all in verse, and these verses the boys learnt 
to sing, though they knew not that the hero was 
their father. 

And it came to pass, after long years, that 
Rama, King of Ayddhya, well satisfied with 
himself, proposed to celebrate the Great Horse 
Sacrifice. 

Now Valmiki knew by his wisdom that Sita 
was without blame; and he knew also that she 
was no ordinary mortal but was born of great 
Mother Earth, being found in a new-turned 


furrow, and that therefore she should be treated 
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with respect ; so he took the two lads to Court, 
and bade them sing this tale that has just been 
told. And lo! both boys were as like Rama as 
peas in one pod, and all the Court noticed it. Then 
Rama, doubt in his heart, asked: 

“Whose sons be these?” And Valmiki 
answered : 

“They be Sita’s sons, and their father is he 
whom they resemble and recite.”’ 

Then Rama knew that it was true, and his 
heart became as water with desire to have Sita 
once more. Yet could he not forget the evil 
tongues that had slandered her; so he said: 

“OQ Reverend One, I believe what thou 
sayest. I believe that Sita is spotless and that 
these be my sons; yet must rumour be allayed. 
Thus if Sita will come before me and give proof 
of her virtue to the world here, as she did at 
Lanka, then will I take her back.”’’ 

Now Valmiki, though he was very wise and 
though he knew that Sita was no ordinary woman, 
promised that she should come on the morrow 
and swear her innocence before the assembled 
multitude. 

So he returned to the hermitage and told Sita 
what was required of her. And looking at him 
fixedly, she said : 

“Yea! I will go before the people.” 

Now on the morrow, great was the concourse 
of people to see Sita prove her purity. And the 
lists were gay with flags and garlands, and sweet 
spices filled the air. And the King amid his 
courtiers awaited Sita impatiently ; for though 
he would not yield his honour so much as the 
fourth part of a farthing, he was still desiring 
Sita’s return. 

Now she entered the Assembly very calm, very 
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beautiful and dignified to excess. And the palms 
of her hands were pressed together, and her 
expressive eyes were Clear. 

And when they bade her swear to her own 
purity, she said in a voice all could hear: 

“Lo! Never has the thought of Rama my 
husband left my heart all these years, therefore, 
O Great Mother Earth, take me, your daughter, 
back. Protect me,O my mother, from insult ! ”’ 

Then in one instant a marvellous thing hap- 
pened. The earth opened and there rose slowly, 
slowly from the depths, a throne beautiful beyond 
thought, all set with gems and flowers. 

And on it sat the Queen of the Earth. And she, 
saying “Come, my daughter,” gathered Sita to 
her arms, and slowly, slowly sank out of sight 
once more. 

And the earth closed again, and there was no 
more Sita. 

But Rama was left lamenting for the rest of 
his life. 


THE END 
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